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Nick Carter and the Snake Brooch; 


‘ 


OR, 


MAKING A STARTLING DISCOVERY. 


By the author of “NICHOLAS CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
“4 MYSTERIOUS’ MURDER. 


“And so Blanche Martel is under arrest at last?” 
“Yes, but I shall not feel quite safe about her until 
She is out of Chicago, and on her way to New York.” 
“Well, the officer should take no chances now. 
It has been a hard enough job to catch her.” 
The chief of the Chicago police force and a 
_ trusted assistant were sitting together in the private 
"Office of the former in the City Hall of Chicago. : 
Both had been very anxious all day over the opera- 
tions of a number of officers who had for a long time 
been trailing a noted confidence woman who was 
“now charged not only with bank veal, put with 
murder. 
Two of the best men connected with the Chicago 


force had been out for weeks tracing the woman 
from one hiding-place to another. ae 
- The arrest had finally been accomplished in an in- 
terior town in Wisconsin, and Fred Green, the suc- 
cessful officer, was expected to reach the eum that 
afternoon with his prisoner. " 


Upon receiving the news by wire that the long- 


_ desired capture had finally been made, the chief had 


sent the following dispatch to Detective Green: 


\ 


DEPARTMENT oF Poxrcr, CH1caGo, Int. 
Mr. Frep GREEN :—You now have in your custody one of the 

most dangerous and desperate criminals in the world. Grant her 

no fayors.. Shall expect you in this afternoon! THE CHIEF. 


_ In an hour's time the faithful officer wired back to 
his chief : gta 


To tHe CuHter or Porice, Crcaco;: ra 


Your timely warning! received: and appreciated. I have never 


taken my eyes from the. face of the: woman since the moment Be 


ame 
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She is handcuffed and within easy reach of a pair 
Have New York man at. Union depot 
FRED GREEN. 


her arrest. 
of splendid shooting irons. 
this afternoon. 


“There,” said the chief, as he exhibited the ‘dis- 
patch to his assistant, “that looks like business.” 

“J don’t understand the reference to the New 
York man.” 
2 “Well,” said the chief, with a smile; 
arrest is being made for the officers of the State of 
New York. That being thé case’ those officers 
should assume the responsibility at the earliest .pos- 


“you see the 


sible moment.” 

“I see,” interrupted the other, with a smile. 

“And so,” continued the chief, “when Green lands 
the woman at the Union Depot he will place her in 
charge of the New York officer.” 

“Tt seems an easy matter to transfer a handcuffed 
woman from Chicago to New York,” said the as- 
“sistant. vee eT  e bets 
“That's s the thing a it;it fools: too easy,” 

“Has she ever made an escape ris 
. “More than a dozen of them.” 

-“T am becoming: interested i in her.” 
“You The story of this 
woman's. crimes and escapes will, when completed, 


may well say that. 


form one of the. most remarkable stories in the 


records of crime in the world.” 
_ “Then Fred Green made a decided hit when he 
captured her.” 

“He certainly did. You must ndecwtased how- 
ever, 
New York.” 

oy Tg? t that somewhat anusual ”* 

Hy es; “but the case. “has for some time been in 
charge of the best detective on the continent, and 
everything has been done at his dictation.” 


“How long has the search been going on? You 
see,” continued the officer, ‘that 1 am entitely at sea 
concerning , the PERSE NC aliens : 

“About two years,” was the reply. 

“What was the first offense?” 

By ‘The woman was accused of playing a confidence 
“part in 3 1 bank PDT, ‘The A ioaie and 1 thanag- 


ba eX 
4 
\y r 


that all his movements were cifected from 


ing director of a bank in Broadway met the woman 


something over two" years ago, vibe became infatus 

ated with her.” ai aog tea 
“Met her in society 2” 
“Well, not exactly. 

class of society which thrives about the fashionable 


He met hér, I think; in that — 


hotels, knowing a little of the leaders of Brees but i 


not familiar eat any of ther.” 
‘W ell— 
“There was no hint of a scandal about tiie case, ti 


the woman, who claimed to be living under the pro-— 


tection of her brother, was more than discreet. 
seems that the worthy pair were working a strongen — 
game than that of blackmail.” 
The assistant was more than interested. ” 
He never took his eyes from the face of his su- 
perior. : 
“And the end,” he said, excitedly ; “how os it all 
come out?” 
“Well,” said the chink: slowly, “the president and 


- managér was cajoled or forced-no one knows 


which, for he would never tell—into the bank. during: 


Tt 


the night time, and one hundred’ tnosieang cnuese/s in 


greenbacks wére taken.” 
“But the time-lock, the bank guards, and all that re 
“That’s the mysterious part of it, 


thought that the victim had been induced to change 
the combination on the time-lock i in “order to’ please ; 
some pretended caprice of the woman, and for some — 


reason the guards were not on the main floor of the 
bank at the time the robbery occurred, — ve 
“There was no evidence of any force: haying been 
used. (aeeeh ae 
“The vault was Opetied in the ‘usual | way.” Nee 
“And the president?” a8 


Tt has been 


' 


‘ 


’ 


of 


-*Eleswas found by the janitor the following morn- ; 


ing in his: ‘private office, neatly. handeuffed and 
gagged.” | 


Phi 


~¢ 6 i iz 


“His. financial standing with the bank mist have 


béen' excellent in order to withstand an occurrence | 


of that sort.” 


at once.’ 


“Oh, he made up uy lee we his private fortune ‘ 
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“But he took steps to find the woman, of course?” 

“Yes; he placed the matter in the hands of a pri- 
vate detective agency. 
called in only after the agency men had failed.” 

“And-you say the woman has been arrested be- 
fore?” ; 

“Wes, and at least two men who were close upon 
her trail have been murdered.” . 

“Murdered ?” 

“Murdered in the most mysterious manner.” 

“The case is a most interesting one,” said the as- 
sistant. “I hope Green will come out of it all right.” 

“T haven’t a doubt of it.” 

“And this New. York man, has he reported here 
yet?” 
“The New York man,” 
ay have been in the city for a week for all I know. 
may even be out on the road shadowing Fred 


said the chief, with a smile, 


his prisoner. You never can tell when or where 
k Carter will turn, up.” 
Nick Carter!” 

“Yes; the famous Nick Carter has the case; and it 
is owing to his efforts that the arrest has been accom- 
plished,” 

“Doesn’t he usually make his arrests himself?” 

“Yes; but he is a busy man, and he would take the 
case only with the understanding that he was merely 
to direct the movements of nty officers, and to take 
the woman off our hands here if an arrest was made. 
He should have been here this morning.” 


“The woman will be taken to the Armory station, 

of course?” ; 

“No; we have orders to transfer her directly from 
the Northwestern Depot on Wells street. to the 
‘Union Depot. . The transfer will be made in an ordi- 
Mary Parmalee bus, on the theory that there is safety 
in a crowd.” 

“It’s a great case,” said the assistant, rising es his 
feet. “I wouldn't mind having made that arrest 
| maeest 8 
Ee Uitiis about time for the train to be in,’ * said’ the 


- 


chief. “Suppose you step over to the Northwestern 
i Depot to meet Fred.” 


The public officers were 


“Very well,” was the reply. “I'll get there in time 


if I can, but I think Iam about five minutes late.” 


The assistant was right in his surmise. 

He was just five minutes late. 

When he arrived at the depot the learned from a 
depot policeman that Detective Green, accompanied 
by a veiled lady, had taken a Parmalee transfer ite 
for the Union Depot. ! 


“It seems to me,” thought the assistant, as he took 


a cab, with instructions to the driver to take him to 


the Northwestern Depot as quickly as possible, “that 
some one should have been here to meet Fred with 
his prisoner. Suppose Nick Carter should: fail to 
show. up?” 

When the cab containing the officer drew up at 
the Union Depot the transfer bus had not. yet ar- 
rived. ! 

A gray-whiskered gentleman in spectacles, and 
wearing a slouch hat, stood by the Ae his hands 
thrust carelessly in his pockets. 

He glanced keenly at the /officer as the latter 
alighted, and in a moment stood at his side.’ 

“T am looking,” he said, with a smile, “for a gen- 
If my information 
Have 


tleman by the name of Green. 
is correct, he will be accompanied by a lady. 
you seen him?” us 

The assistant chief looked at him suspiciously. 

The last time he had met Nick Carter he had seen 
him in the disguise ofa timid young man from the 
country. ‘ .% 
“You don't remember me, I guess,” said the de- 
“IT am here by appointment to © ea charge 
of Detective Green's traveling companion.” 


tective. 


“Ts e possible,” began the assistant, “that you 
are 
as Carter, at your service.” 
The Chicago officer regarded the New York de- 


tective for a moment, and then reached out his hand. . 
-*“T shall be glad 


“T am glad to see you,” he said. 
when this job is off my hands.” . 


\ 


“Only for an unforeseen delay of half an Heise ; 
said Nick, “I should have met Mr. Green on his ar- 
ae: } 


c ; 
i 
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rival at the Northwestern Depot. I myself am very 
uneasy about the case.” 

“Oh, I guess it will be all right,” 
“Fred is a good officer.” 

“And still,’ said Nick, “‘he is handling a ahnuen 
customer, and there. is more danger between the two 
depots in Chicago than in all the miles of country 
roads which he has traveled with her.” 

“We shall soon know all about it,” said the assist- 
ant, “for here comes the bus.” 

ie the bus drew up at the curb the nautatact stepped 
forward and opened the door. 

“There is some mistake here,” 
“There must be another bus on the way.” 

As he spoke, the only passenger in the bus stepped 
out. . . erat: ‘A 

“Keep this man here for a moment,” said Nick, 

a don’t like the looks of things.” 


said the assistant. 


he exclaimed. 


quietly. 


Then he turned to the man in charge of the vehicle. | 


“How ‘many passengers did you take from the 
Northwestern Depot?” he asked. 

The man looked at the detective insolently for 
a moment. 

Then he caught sight of the city ibn and an- 

swered the question in one word: 
OPW? 

_“A man anda woman?”. 

EVeS.", 

“Did -you recognize either of these aries 

et man isa city detective. I don’ t know his 
name.’ 
“Will you step here for a moment?” he asked. 
~The man did as requested, and Nick pointed at 


the solitary passenger standing at the rear of the bus. | 


“Is that the gentleman who got in at the North- 
western Depot?” he asked. 

- “No,” said the man, sharply. 
_ and got in at Madison street.” 
Nick now turned to the passenger. 


“Was the bus empty,” he asked, “when you got. 


in?” Apig"a dhs Sins 


_ The man aesthano.| fe rial ta oe 
es he said, ‘at Fength “it was = empty” 


4 


ihe pe ph a Pi S ‘ : % 


“putting his hand upon the breast of the corpse. 


“He hailed the bus, _ 
corner, and made a hasty examination of ip s gar 


ae Nick, quietly, 
Martel has escaped again.” 

The Chicago officer turned pale. 

“Poor Fred,” he said. 

“Fe’s probably still on the hunt,” said Nick, “and 
he’s likely to have a merry time of it.” 


“Take him in charge,” “Blanche, i 


As Nick spoke he stepped inside the vehicle and 
looked carefully around. 


i 


_In a moment he started back in astonishment and 


: Aad 


The toe of a man’s boot 4 was protruding from un- 
der one of the seats... i 
4 


When he rose again he peciaraa to the Chicago _ 


‘officer to step inside. Ree ee q 
i’ 


The latter advanced to the door without removin 
his hand from the prisoner’s coat. 


What he saw as he looked in was the body 
dead man lying on the floor of the bus. 

The face of the dead man was that of Fred Gr 
Its expression, as well as the positon of the limbs, } 
told plainly of a sudden and violent death. 

The body was still warm. ae | 

“Te has not been dead three minutes,” said Nick, | 

“Take your prisoner a the station-hduse aud re- | 
port the matter at once.’ 

“Where are you going?” asked the officer, as Niet 
turned, away. 

“Going?” said the detective; “I’m going to find a 
Bigtehe Martel.” . 

Nick advanced’a few steps down the ‘street and | 
then returned to where the city officer was standing, \ 
with his prisoner. 

“Tt may be well for me to know,” he said, Sage 7 
that man has in his pockets.” ras © 

The two men then led their prisoner to “quiet : 


ments. 


f 


_ brick’ edifice. 


A sett, 
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his hand and examining them; 
Fred Green.” 
“Gentlemen,” 


“they belonged to 


began the prisoner, “if you'll allow 


3 


me to explain 


“T advise you not to make any statement here,” 
said Nick. ; 

Then he turned to the officer. » 

“Handcuff him,” he said, shortly, “and take him to 
the station-house.”’ 

The officer started away with his prisoner, and 
Nick Carter left the place, with anything but a good- 
natured look on his face. 

“That woman,” he thought, as he walked along the 


crowded street, “must be in league with the devil.” 


CHAPTER II. 


A DRAW GAME, 


“Now then,” thought Nick, as he walked slowly 


along Clark street; “if Blanche Martel had not had 


ene intimate friend in Chicago she never could have 


“been traced to that little town in Wisconsin where 


she was captured. I wonder if she can be traced 
from the friend’s residence again.” 


After carefully inspecting his notebook, the detect- 


ive crossed over to Dearborn street, and took a cable 


car for the North Side. 
Near the corner of North Clark and Erie streets 


he left the car, and walked over to Dearborn street, 
“Blanche Martel had a friend here named Sarah 


Cathcart,” he muttered, pausing in front of a large 
“She took rooms here when we traced 
her from New York, and it was here that Blanche 


Martel stopped while in Chicago, I wonder what 


her friend will say if ! go in there and ask for her 


now?” 
“The detective again referred to his notebook, 
ascended the broad steps leading from the street, 


and rang the bell. 


“T have an acquaintance here,” he said to the lady 


ds who opened the door, “by the name of Sarah Cath- 


Can you tell’ me whether she is in? PE: 
With all the trots and suspicion of a Chi- 


cago domestic depicted upon her face the ee said’ 
“Wait,” and closed the door. 

She returned in'a moment, and showed her heart 
at a small opening. 

“Miss Cathcart,’ she said, briefly, “is employed 
at a department store on State street. There is the 
number,” she added, handing the detective a card. 
“Go there if you want’ to see her.” ' 

The detective took the car again, and soon landed 
at the corner of Monroe'and Dearborn streets. 

“Miss Sarah Cathcart,” he thought, 
changed her plan of life since leaving New York. 


“must have 


» She didn’t work then.” 


The detective was not yet clear in his ee as to 
what course to pursue. 

He entered the store, and pushed his way through 
the crowded aisles. ’ 

The woman was well known to him, she having 
been a consort of thieves and gamblers in New York. 

His idea now was to get a look at the woman, and 
then make up his mind what course to pursue. 

He saw her at length behind one of the long 


_counters on the third floor. 


“She has improved somewhat in appearance,” he 
thought, “and her present intention may be to lead 
an honest life, but the chance$ are in favor of a big 


‘steal being discovered here some day.” 


As he stood at the counter a few feet away fern . 


the woman, making some. trifling. purchases, and 


waiting for his change, he saw that the woman was 


watching him closely. 


SP Hatts — athe veneer e “it can't be that she 


recognizes me.’ 


& 


At that moment a cash girl came hastily down the — 


aisle and handed the woman a sealed envelope. 


“A messenger boy left it at the office,” she said, 


“and the manager didn’t like ‘it: 


ness hours.” 


He said he didn’t — 
want nothing but business going on Mens sone busi~ ? 
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It was perfectly clear to the detective that the note 
was from no less a person than Blanche Martel. 

Just then one of the floor-walkers stopped in front 
of the counter, and engaged the woman in conversa- 
tion. 

They were evidently not talking about the business 
going on around them, fOr they.conversed in very 
low tones. 

The woman seemed insisting upon something, and 
the man seemed to be holding out against her, | 

Nick walked away to another counter, near the 
elevator, and stood watching the couple for some 
moments. 

When the floor-walker left the woman he passed to 

‘the elevator and went downstairs, glancing at Nick 
keenly as he approached the spot where he stood. 

“If Tam not very much mistaken,” thought the de- 
tective, “I have seen that face in New York. I guess 
there are two New York crooks in the establishment 
instead of one.” The man was known to Nick as 
Budd Maynard, a famous New York crook. 


Nick passed back toward the counter and watched 
‘the woman keenly, but she went on about her busi- 
ness as usual and paid no further attention to him. 


If she had recognized him at all she was now cer-. 


tainly on her guard. 

"The note she had received lay with its envelope on 
_the counter. 

ee could get hold of that now,” thought Nick, 
ot might know where to start in.’ 

He approached the counter and began examining 
‘the goods near the coveted paper. 


The woman’s face gave ho indication that she was’ 


- aware ofhis presence. 

While the woman’s back was turned he secured 
possession of the note, and was turning away, when a 
clear voice reached his ears: 

“Tf you are curious about my correspondence, sit, 
you may read the note. Then} perhaps, you will re- 
“turn it.” 

Nick glanced back, to ‘find the woman gazing at 
him with flashing eyes. 

“wT beg your pardon,” he said, looking i in seeming 


astonishment at the ‘crumpled bit of paper in his 
hand; “I was thinking of something else at the time, 
and the act of taking it was an involuntary one. I 
really beg your pardon.” 

“The explanation is sufficient,” said the woman, 
coldly, and Rick passed on downstairs. 

He was angry with himself at having been caught 
in a'trap, for he regarded it as nothing less. 

“She left the paper there on purpose to see if I 
would try to obtain it,” he thought. “That’s a 
mighty sharp woman, and I ought to have known 
better. There’s a good chance now for trouble in 
working the case. However, the woman cannot 
leave her counter until six o'clock, and I shall be 
free until that time.” : 

The detective had caught a glimpse of the con- 
tents of the note, but had gained no information from 
it. 

It merely read, “I am in town again, full of busi- 
ness, but may see you before I leave.” 

It was simply signed, “John.” 

“Tt means something, of course," Nick thought, 
“but-no one can tell what it is.’ . 

He went to the nearest telegraph office, and sent 
the following, dispatch to his home address, in New 


York: 


Start Ida Jones for Chicago on the first train, 


He knew that he had a long and difficult case to ~ 


handle, and he had decided to call in Ida Jones, his — 
assistant. 


Sarah Cathcart dura have to be aha night 
and day, and he had an idea that Ida was, just the 
person for the undertaking. 


As he left the telegraph office he poneed t a spruce- = 


looking. fellow standing by the door. 
One glance told him that it was the floor-walker 
in the department store on State street. ; 
“That looks like business,” thought Nick, as he 
walked away in the direction of the City Hall. _ 
He was greeted. warmly by the chief of police and — 
shown into the private office. 
_ “Only for my assistant’s description ¢ of ‘your ba 
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bP) 


pearance, 


gi the chief, oe never should have rec- 
ognized you.” : 
© Vou are a trifle behind the times,” said Nick, with 
a i “for I have already béen recognized in Loe 
cago.” 
Be lard pone a with this case?” asked the chief. 
“Ves,’ 
case,” 7 


was the reply, “in connection with this 
“You understand, of course, that you can have all 
the assistance you want.’ i 
“That’s what I camé to see you about,” said Nick. 
“You have a description of the woman?” 
“Yes, and I will do everything in my power to 
bring the murderer of poor Fred Green to justice.” 
“You can do nothing now,’” 
have. all ae outgoing: tra ains and boats carefully 
Ww atched.’ 
“T have already giv en orders for that to be done,” 
She the chief. 


3? 


“That’s all now, said Nick, “but I may need more 


help in the future.” 

_As Nick passed out of the City Hall on the Ran- 
doiph’ street side the floor-walker. stood near the 
ea talking with a cabman. 

_ For: a. moment. the detective avas at a . loss what 
course to pursue. : 

After a moment’s thought, however, he turned 
south on oii and walked in the direction of 
*Fourthavenue. » au Cut aa hliatah ny eins. 
ogy “The only Way ‘to’ e beietg out that fellow’s strong 

“he hae “4s to give him a chance, and see 
‘supaat ne wilday GR ae bach eR 5 


points,’ 


Tt was” now bétwéeh four’ and: five ) *élock- inthe .; 


afternoon, and Fourth avenue was érowded with its 
‘ustial class: of frequenters. - 
(Nts short distancé down the street the paused long 
i eiough” to seé that the floor-walker was keeping him 
in sight, and turned into a saloon which seemed to be 
“pattonized priticipally. by negroes. ; 
“Budd Maynard,” thought Nick, sencgni himself 
Sah he. rear of the room, and ordering a glass of beer, 
i. Strequeates resorts ae this peel ‘in Bion oe sadn 


rad 


= 
A 


said Nick, “except to 


“west. 


: have some. fun with him.” 


see with a grin, 


og wonder if he ae avars the Seen of the gang 
here?” * SUR aaa : ape The Mme Rr 

The seat he Geen’ was éxactly in line veitlr the 
eid of the bar, and by leaning back he could seé any 
person standing at the ¢igar-counter on the ‘street 
side of the screen. oats 

In a: moment. Floor-Walker Budd Maynard 
stepped into the front of the place and stood talking 
in a familiar manner with the bartender, who pe 
out to the cigar case to meet him: 

“That ‘settles it,” thought Nick; “T:ve got:all ‘he 


‘toughies in Chicago’to fight in this case, and I ny 


as well shake this fellow, and get to work.” 
In the rear of the main barroom was a small room, 
evidently used for private parties after closing hour. 
Nick carelessly walked into this place, his hands 
in his pockets, ane stood Palate out into a ‘small 
court. 
“A door ‘opening on the south’ site of the roonr at- 


tracted” his attention. °” bie se 


As he looked, the door was hastily opened, and a’ 


boy came in with an empty pitcher, which he’ ‘pro- 
ceeded to have filled at ‘the bar. of 


“Nick saw in a moment that the small passage: on 


the other side of the door must lead’ somewhere to ain 


main hallway connected with the street. 


_ He walked out to the bar, bought a cigar, “and 
walked up and down both rooms, smoking. — 


_ Maynard still stood concealed by the screen, and. 


the detective busied himself for a moment, and then 


Passed. on into the main hallway running: “east and " 


“Hello,” 
die where the old fellow w ent? 


said bias bartender, in a moment; “y stints 


ty: ‘YY es, you'l ‘lL have. lots of tub with, him,” an May- , 


nas. he actually. gone? ” eayht 
- “Sure,” was. the reply;. :‘he probably went. out 
sista the. main entrance to. the. building.” 


the door of the hall:on-the,outside. - 


re thought we night 


vane a one paes out of- here, lately?” he asked 4 


me 
Die 


Maynard bounded out of the place, and sopned at 4 Ric 


Ss. . 
of a rough-looking fellow. who was lounging-on the 
‘Steps... * 


“Nobody but a bloomin’ dude,” was the reply. 

“What did he look like??*:-. 

“Wat yer givin’ us?” 

Maynard slipped a dollar into mithe fellow’s hand. 

“Now, tell me,” he said,-with a captivating smile, 
“just how the dude looked.” 

“Red hair’n mustache,” said the fellow, 
face, and gold eyeglasses.” 

“How was‘he dressed?” 

“Black ‘suit and cutaway coat, wid patent leider 
shoes.” 

“Which way did he go?” 

The fellow pointed south. 

“Do you want him for anything?” he asked: 

“You must be a stranger around here,” said Budd, 


“freckled 


with a grin. 

“Ves,” was the reply; ay just got in from ia: 
mazoo, Michigan. Wa’s de dude bin doin’ ?” 

Budd hastened away toward the south without 
making any reply. 

“Nick’s cunning,” he thought, as he walked along, 
“Dut Aig: got on to another of his disguises just. the 
same.’ 

After his departure the Saeedacieae johny: in 
the doorway turned and walked slowly northward 
with a true Fourth avenue swagger. 

“Maynard: must be in luck,” he thought, 
How he would swear if 


“to give 
‘out his money in that way. 
he knew that that dollar had passed into the posses- 
\ ston of Nick Carter!” 3 

Tt was now five o'clock, and Nick hastened directly 
to his room in the Palmer House. . 

A few minutes later a rather well-dressed eontle- 
man left the hotel and proceeded to the third floor 
of the department store. peat 

“The. woman was’ still at her counter, 
kept away from the place where she stood. 

His idea was to remain’ neat the ‘elevator, ahd 

: bole alate from the moment ag duties for the day 
rrabeadbede eo eo eM wie epaiaetiral: iets, odie 
As he stood there the. age: -W alker, looking flushed 


an Nick. .- 
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and worried, stepped. out of the elevator, and pro- 

ceeded directly to where Miss Cathcart was at work. 
At that moment the first closing gong sounded. 
“In fifteen minutes,” thought the detective,. “the 


“place will be closed, and I can follow. the two. away 


together.” 

The floor-walker passed dain the Sin. re- 
mained a few moments and returned, looking sharply 
at Nick both times. 

When the sletings gong ae dees: was a a ‘gene: 
rush for the exit, and in a very short time Nick.and 
the two people whom he was shadowing remained 
alone on the floor. 


“Come,” said the floor-walker, advancing to the 


place where Nick stood, “take the elevator if you 


are going down. It will stop running in a moment.” 


“J haven't been Veen on yet, 7 Sate Nick, inno- 


cently. a Sot, a 

“It's too late’ now,” said DR Ss » “The ‘clerks 
are all gone, and I am the last manfin ‘the store. 
Take the elevator. This is the last trip down.” 


rs 


Nick stepped into the elevator, and Maynard * 


stood in the doorway, as one: about pak gy osteo 
in, i 
Instead of doing so, however, he reached his ae 
in and grasped the table. ae : 
The elevator shot up to the pot eh the Tope and 
stopped. 

Aly here followed a slight sound of machinery in in mo- 
tion and two heavy doors in the elevator shaft on a 
level with the floor below closed with a jar. ss 


The detective was suspended. in the cage - above 


the top floor of the department store, and the heavy 
“doors in. the elevator shaft intended only for use in 


case of fire were closed below. 
_ He seized the cable and pulled desperately ak WG 
The elevator did not.moye. . The. power. had been 
shut off below. 
“Well,” muttered the detective, “the made are. 
exceedingly good for a long: session. 


ain 


* Wis 


$ 


ay wonder ae P 
-what-time the watchman Sets around, BUR ome = 
-. For obvious | reasons Floor-Walker Maynard and = 


. ment to make.” 
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Miss Sarah Cathcart did not idgseasa by the elevator 


that ‘night. 
As they passed out of the store Maynard handed 
a five-dollar bill to a man who stood at the entrance, 
evidently waiting for him. 
“He'll kick when he gets out,” 
a smile, “but, as I told you meee it’s only a be 


said Maynard, with 


Keep him thete as long as you can,’ 

If the imprisoned detective could have been con- 
sulted he would have pronounced it a very serious 
joke: 


CHAPTER Ill. 


DEATH IN THE PARK RAVINE. 


a sis time after the departure of Nick Carter 
from the®City Hall the man arrested at the Union 
Depot-was taken to the office of the chief of the de- 
tective force. ; 

“Tam told,’ said the chiei, os feat you have ; a state- 

“Yess 
hope to be released.” 


_was the reply, “and after I have made it I 


He. was. a good-looking, well-dressed young: fel- 


low, who had neither the manner nor the appearance 


of a criminal, 
“When I eat into the bus at Madison street,” "he 
began, “it had one passcnaety a ven handsome 
woman. ES cae ohh Ie py 
“Her hands were clasped i in her lap, and she ap- 
peared to be in great agony of mind.” 
“You did not tell the truth, then,” ‘interrupted the 
. detective, “when you said at the Union Depot that 
there were no passengers : im the bus sade sei got 
in?” ; 
“No,* “was the reply, “I believed the’ woman’s 
“Story; and told a deliberate falsehood in order to 
shield her.” fy Pisin 
eat “First, aes the ‘thief ae mea. suas uae of 
the’'woman.” . 
“I can only say,” was the teply, “that she was the 
of  handsomest woman I ever tiet. You must remem- 


me i Z 
> v 


ber that I was’ in: her company nee a very. short 
time.” x 

Sine Mitt actettmans said the chief, 
accurate one. The woman: was Blanche Maes the 
bank robber and murderess.” 

The young man dropped weakly. back in his chair. 
“Great Heaven!” he exclaimed. “Then the case 
is a very serious one.” 

“You are tight there.'. What did she say to you?” 

“She said that she was being abducted by the paid 
agent of an unscrupulous law firm in New York. 

“She declared’ that she had been dragged away 
from a young infant, who was certain to die without 
her care.” 

“How did she account for being alone in the bus?” 

“She said: that her captor had returned ,to the 
depot to make a last arrangement about the bag- 
gage, and ae the bus had driven off and left him.” 

“Go‘on- 

“AS she raised het hands imploringly, I saw. that 
she’ was handcuffed. It was a pitiful sight. _ 

“See,’ she said, extending one of her pink palms, 
ee have the key to the handcuffs in-my possession. 
He dropped it on the floor: while searching for his 
checks. «If you have the heart of a man make use. of 
the key, and release me.’ oteat 

%y did what any man would have done under, the 


‘isan 


circumstances. , 
“I made use of the key, and she sprang from the 
s. I can only say, by way of apology, that the 


-woman was handsome and in tears. 


“I only did what ninety-nine men out of a hun- 
dred would have’ done. +4 

“All this took place;” continued the young man, 
“in much less time than-I have been telling you the 
story.” 

“Where did the woman leave the bus?” ; 

“TI can’t exactly state. I think, however, that it 


was at least a block north of the Union Depot.” HOR 


“Did you observe her movements after leaving the 
bus?” 
“Only for an instant. 


She soon became lost in 
the crowd.” : 


s 


, 
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“And during this time you had no intimation pe a 
murdered man lying under the seat?” 
“Not the slightest.” 
*“This isa very remarkable story,” said the detect- 
ive, “and I doubt very much about its being be- 
lieved. 
press.” 
“With what am I charged?” . ae 
“With the murder of Detective Fred Green’? 
“Why, man, Inever saw the woman before if my 
life. Is it likely, thers,that-I-should proceed to such 
extfeiities:in order to.aid her?” i 
“And still,” said the detective, 
handcuffed woman have accomplished the crime?” 
The: young man shook his tread sadly. 
+ “I cannot account-forit;’?he said’ bir eo: 
“And the handeuffs,” continued the officer; “they 
wefe found, I think, secreted in one. Of your:imner 
pockets? fie. fares 
—“T can’t account for that, either, 
man. “I don’t Fememiber of bestowms: a ee 
‘upon them.” bh Nraene as 
It is very singular,” said the officer, asters 
“My people are wealthy, and-I ‘can furnish’ any 
Will it be sash tnaeey tet 4 


For my own part, T have'no opinion to ex- 


>2. 


said the young 


amount of bail. 
“Dthink not.” 
“Tt is a hatd case. 
presume?” 
“dozen, if you like." cemanas 
The prisoner was: Sioared back tovhis cell, and ite 
detective sat there in a brown study. oils: 
“He is the third -of- 


went wy * “ : ¢ * 
I may employ an attorney, 1 


“Poor. Greén,” he mused. - 


-. ficer who has been murdered while in pursuit of this 


wouian. All have died in the same mysterious mat- 
_nér, There has been no mark of weapon, no trace 
of poison. Iam glad Nick Carter has charge of the 


case, as it is beyond my comprehension.” 


Tn a moment he sprang to his feet and opened. the 
door. BRET ie! 
. ~The officer was half-way: down the — cortidor 
4 ; Davies his- prisoner. race RS e' 
x “Bring him’ back,” said the: hie laatonste: 


“overlooked an important point. 


“how could that: 


“y have: 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


“Now, tell me,” ihe sia as the sate ‘ec Beso 
on the. inside of the closed door, regarding him 
“whether you: noticed anything partieu- 
larly striking or. Caesars about the -woman’s person 


curiously, 


or apparel.” 
“T can’t say that I did, ie Beat babs 4s Raat 
“Think again,” tated cdive officer. -“Recall ;-the 
scene again to your mind, and tell me, if you can, 
what it was about her that you remember most dis- 
“Ah! 
man, eagerly, 
at the neck of‘her dress.” 


I remember now,” exclaimed the young 


“that she wore a wey pecnae brooch 


“Describe it.” 3 
“Its most striking feature was two gold: serpents, 
oaileds and in the act of striking—not at each other, 
but straight in front. I remember now that their 
eyes were emerald, and that their mouths were ae 
showing the fangs.” eae SRR ial ste 
“Yes,” said the chief, Aedes usually 
wears that peculiar snake brooch. She has beén: 
known. to wear it in the public street, even yas the’ 
officers were close in pursuit: ‘of her.” ia 
“Tt may lead to her discovery now,” said the ris: 
oner, hopefully. “I hope $0, at Teast atest ene 
“Another thing,” ‘continued the. chief of détect- 
ives, “did” you notice anything pectiliar about the’ ate 
mosphere of the bus when you entered tS gece 
“The air seemed to be heavy with perfume, 
was all. way Ts 
“Well said the chief, cheek the body of ‘Fred 
Green, was first remoy ed there seemed to be a pecu- 
liar odor about the mouth and ‘nostrils, _ Only. for ; 
the fact that it disappeared almost immediately that is 
might have explained the cause of his death.” 


“That 


“My only hope of release now,” said the prisoner, 
“lies in the sucess of your officers, is hope they, ee 
do their best.” sey Weagee 

“You may bg sure 6 that,” a EA: 

The prisoner.was now. returned to his cell, ee 
chief busied: himself-with other- A btERS ches i-cicem Mame ‘ 

He was. bie at his Lainie longer than usual that 
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day, and it was nine o’clock before he was ready to _ 


leave for home. 

As he rose to leave the room an officer entered 
with a sealed note in his hand. ; 

“This was left at the desk 2 moment ago,” the of- 
ficer said, “by a messenger boy, who said that it was 
to be delivered to you at once.” 

The detective opened the envelope and gave a 
start of surprise as he read the following message: 

Have two of your best detectives at the Lincoln Aocainent in 
Lincoln Park at two o'clock sharp. Watch for a negro. with a 
white handkerchief about his neck. 

The note was signed “Nick Carter.” 

“This looks hopeful,” mused the detective. “Nick 
has, at least, found a starting point.” 

Then he turned to the officer: 

“Send Wells here,” he said, 
prepare for a night of hard work.” 

Then, 4s the officer turned to leave the room, he 
stopped him with a motion of his hand. 
“Tam going out with Wells,” he said, “so it will be 


“and tell him to 


useless to attempt to communicate with me at my 
residence if anything happens.” 

At exactly ten o’clock the two officers stationed 
themselves at the foot of the oo at the Lees 
Monument. 

It was a warm, plessaritue evening. 

A full moon shone high in the heavens, across 
which light, fleecy clouds were slowly drifting. © 

As a bell in a neighboring steeple struck the hour 
of two, a burly-looking negro with a white handker- 
chief about his neck left the heavy shadow of the base 
of the monument, and advanced to the spot where 
the two officers stood. F 

“T am glad to see you here in person,” he said. 
ei He 2 may have desperate work before the night i is 
over.’ 

“Have you discovered anything new?” asked the 
dete@tive, after presenting his companion, 

“Yes,” said Nick, “the friends of Blanche Martel 


pe) fave arranged a meeting at the Grant Monument ah 


hali-past ten, and I have an idea that the lady hi herself 
may pene. the occasion with bee are pas 
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- “The friends of Blanche Martel!” repeated the de- 


tective. ‘How in the name of all that is wonderful 
did ‘you find out who her friends are?” 


“Oh, I ran across a couple of them down here,” 


said Nick, with a smile. “They are old New York 
acquaintances of mine.” 

“Did they recognize you?” 

“I should think they did. They even attempted. 
to provide a lodging-place for me to-night.” 

“Were the quarters desirable?” asked the detect- 
ive, with a smile. 

“The place was at least see from noise,” said Nick, 
“It was in an elevator in a department store, closed 
for the night.” 

In a few words, then, Nick told the officer what 
had occurred during the afternoon and evening. » 


“How did you get out?” asked the detective. 


“Oh, I always carry a funny little tool,” said Nick, 


‘carelessly, “which will cut.through almost anything. 


I got out of the elevator without any trouble, and 
the rest was easy.”’ 

“The watchman came, I suppose?” 

“Yes, and he explained it all to me as a playful 
joke on the part of my friend, Budd Maynard, of 
Mulberry Bend, New York.” 

“Why didn’t you arrest him?’ t 

“Arrest him? 
ing over the joke with him. 


You should have heard me laugh: 
“‘And now,’ I said to him, as I turned away, ‘I; 
wonder where I'll find these playful friends of mine. 
I should like to get even with them this very night.’ 


“Tl tell you,’ he said, ‘if you won’t give we away.” ) 


“I gave the necessary assurance, and he gave me 
his secret. 

“When they went pia ine said, “I ineard wien 
talking about meeting some one at the Grant Mon-. 
ument at half-past ten. 
said that the person they were to meet is to leave 
town to-night. . So if it’s a friend of yours you had 
better hurry up there.’ 

“That reminds me,” continued N ick, “that we hat: 
better be moving in that direction. I'll go straight 
there, and you separate and come up from different 


if 
+ ¢ a." ; ae +» th tA 
iy hes on ie ra 
eee ; ( hen ON 
! i 


I gathered from what \they — 
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ways, one from Clark street and the other from the 
driveway by the lake. 
“Let three sharp whistles be the call for help, in 


ease any of us, géts into trouble.” 


Nick approached the monument from the walk 


leading over the tunnel under the base, and under the 


statue proper. 

While under the statue this walk resembles a lofty 
chamber, with arched entrances on three sides, more 
than anything else. 

Arched windows look out over the water on the 
side toward the lake. 

Four persons stood by one of these windows as 
Nick strolled carelessly through the place. 

The party apparently consisted of two men and 


‘two women. 


4 


One of the men was Maynard, but it was not the 
Maynard of the department store. 


He was dressed in a rough costume, ay wore a- 


full, black beard. 


Upon the breast of the other mee figure gleamed, 


the emerald eyes of the snake brooch. 

One of the women was Sarah Cathcart. The 
other was unknown to the detective. 

Nick knew well enough that Blanche Martel stood 
before him, dressed in male attire. 
- His first impulse was ‘to rush forward and make 


the arrest then and there. 


Had either one of the officers been in sight he 


| would have pursued this course, 


_ the covered way at the monument,” he said. 
you know where Wells is?” 


= whole party.” 


He passed on through the piace, turned 46 the 


left, and disappeared i in the. shrubbery bordering ae 


driveway between the monument ‘and Clark street. 
There he met the chief detective. 
“Blanche Martel, with three companions, stands in 
‘Do 


“He is probably somewhere on ees tower drive- 
way. What do you propose to do now ?” 
“T feel just like rushing i in there and arresting the 


“Tam ready,” said the detective. 


whole crowd: 


. thought. 
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“And still,” said Nick, “I have a sort of curiosity 
to know what move they will make next.” : 
As he spoke Nick, closely followed by the chief 
detective, turned to the south, and crossed the road 

and footpath bordering the lower drive. 
“Tf Wells is down here,”’ 


We may need him.” 


Nick said, “I want to_ 
know it. = 
This change of position was a, fortitate one. 
As they stood looking out from the shelter of the 
shrubbery the four figures left the arched window of 
the monument, and turned down the steps leading 
to the lower level. 

At that moment the sound of oars came from the 
lagoon lying between the border of the park and the — 
newly constructed lake-shore drive. 

“That explains their presence here,” 

“They are going away.in a rowboat.” 

The party of four now passed the concealed de- 
tectives, proceeding in the direction of the narrow 
channel leading from the lagoon out into the lake. 


said Nick. 


The sound of rapidly advancing footsteps. now | 
came from the north. Rf 
In a moment a park policeman cafne into view. 

He passed the little party, and walked to the place 
where the boat had been drawn up to the bank. 

_A few yards to the south Wells stepped into the 
Ww wails directly in the rear of the party. . 


One of the party turned about and said’ something — 


to the detective, which Nick and his companion one 
not hear. 
The detective made some reply, and walked on 
ahead of the party. © W 
The man in the boat pushed out from the shore, 


‘and rowed down toward the little bridge. 


“Things couldn't be in better shape,” whispered 
Nick. ‘‘When they get on the bridge we'll bag the 
But things will not remain in this ae 
position long.” Sy ali 

Just before reaching the bridge the eae ates 
rated, the two women going west, in ‘the direction of 
Clark street. } feo 


“Let them go,” ae Nick, ‘after a “minute yas 


“Tt j is just as well not to have the women +s 


around. 
| lowed.” ¥ 
| “There’s the park policeman,” said the chief de- 
“He can at least keep track of them while 
\they are in the park.” 

The park policeman soon satisfied himself regard- 
ing the man with the boat, and turned back in the di- 
rection of the spot where tle officers were conceaied. 

“It’s time for us to be moving,” said Nick, “and 
you can speak to the policeman whe we meet him.” 

The policeman at once recognized the chief of the 


I should like, however, to have them fol- 


\tective. 


had stepped from the shrubbery. 
| “What did the boatman say to you?” asked the 
chief. 

“He said that the two gentlemen of the party were 


oing out for a moonlight ride on the lake.” 

“Do you know him ?”’ 

“Yes; he’s all right.” 

“Well, his passengers are not all riots * said the 
hief. “The two 
bove suspicion, 

tHrouEy, the park.” 


© women who just left them are not 
I wish you would follow them 


“Are they to be aerated if anything suspicious 
takes place ?” 
| “Certainly.” 

The policeman darted away after the retreating 
figures, and Nick turned to his companion. 

“Tt won't do for you to go down there,” he said. 
“Te is almost as light as day, and you would be recog- 
nized before we got within reach of the people we 
are after.” . 

“But you may: need help.” 

/ “I usually make my arrests without bssistanee,” 
said Nick, with alaugh. “You can best help me now 
by finding Wells and being ready to take charge of 
the prisoners after the arrest is made. Whatever 
ou do, don’t get into sight after I get near enough 
a attract the attention of the people yonder.” 
“Remember,” said a chief, * 
is ¢ a dangerous woman.’ anew. 
Nick passed on without making any reply, and ar- 
ived at t the bridge just a as the rowboat drew up. 
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City detectives, and stopped at the place where they 


‘that Blanche Martel 
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Maynard stood leaning over the railing with his 
eyes fixed on the water, while his companion stood + 
neat the boat. | 

They both started as Nick's footsteps sounded on 


the planks, and Maynatd advanced to the center of 


the bridge to meet him. 

“Why are you following us about?” he demanded. 
“You! d better light out if you want to keep'a whole 
skint.” 

. “You done keep ‘way f’m me,” said Nick, in ie 
choicest negro dialect. “I ain’t doin’ nothin’ to 
yO | ; 

Maynard still advanced upon Nick, and the, de- 
tective caught a gleam of steel in his hand. 

Nick had very little time for thought, for he knew 
that the man suspected him. 

He sprang forward and dealt the crook a powerful 


blow on the point: of the chin. 


Withow waiting to see the effect of his blow he 
sprang back, and threw both arms around the body 
of the fallen man’s companion. 

“The game is up, Blanche Martel!” he cried. 
“You are caught at last!” _ ; 

A low, mocking laugh came from the lips of his 
prisoner. 

“Not so fast, my friend,” said a female voice ; “the 
best of us are occasionally mistaken.” . 

The moonlight fell full wo the face and figure of 
the speaker. 

She made no attempt to regain her liberty. 

Nick sprang back, almost stumbling’ pve aoe 
nard’s prostrate form as he did so. 

The face was not that of Blanche Martel. 

The woman he was in search of had escaped. 

Without waiting an instant Nick darted away in 
the direction taken by the two women. The chief 
detective and Wells were by his side in a moment. 

“The two women changed ‘disguises at the mon- 
ument,” Nick said, hastily, ‘ ‘and sincle Martel has — 
escaped. * 

“There is a poisibility” 
park policeman has captured her. 


said the chief, “that | ie 
“I thought I heard 
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the sound of a scuffle over there in the ravine a min- 
ute ago.” 

The men were soon at the place pointed out. 

There, under the bridge, they found Or dead body 
of the park policeman. 

By its side lay a woman’s dress, shawl, and hat. 
“You see how it is,” said Nick; “he caught them 
while she was shifting her disguise, and was mur- 
dered just as poor Fred Greeh was murdered.” | 

The chief bent over the body. There were no 
wounds, but a ee odor still lingered about the 


nostrils, 


CHAPTER IV. 
‘A HARD-HITTING EXPRESSMAN. 


Two days after the mysterious murder of the po- 
‘jiceman in the ravine’at' Lincoln Park, there was a 
new second girl at the house on Dearborn street. 
_ She was young and pretty, and the letter from the 
intelligence’ office through which she had been em- 
ployed gave her’name as Polly Mikens. — 

“Dat girl,” declared Pinkey Kidder, “is one of dem 

- girls w’at has more lip dan work about ’em.” 

Pinkey Kidder was the star boarder of the estab- 

- lishment. 

He was short and stout, ane a neck like the cylin- 

der of a steam engine. 

ee eS how he gotvhis living no. one not in the con- 
fidence of himself or his tough- ste pals acces 
to know. ; 

He played the races at Garfield Park, plied faro 
in ‘Clark street, and occasionally hung around the 
House of David to catch returns on the aay draw- 
ings. 

From the very start Polly seemed to take a great 
fancy to Pinkey. | 24 

She took extra care of his room, and never passed 

“him in the hallway without a saucy nod or a bit of 
slatigy greeting. — nf ; 

“She’s a sharp little kid,” the worthy Mr. Kidder 
explained to the landlady on the day following her 
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appearance in the house, “and you want to keep a 
mighty sharp eye on her.” 

Polly’s duties took her to every part of the Houle 
and she made the best of her time whenever she 


found herself alone in any apartment. 


She searched the pockets of clothing hanging in 
the closets, poked her fingers into dresser drawers, | 


and did a great many other things indicative of an 


“inquiring turn of mind. 
After Polly had been in the house one day, one of 
Brink’s express wagons delivered a small trunk and 


a rather flashily dressed young man at the door of 
the domicile. 


The young man refused to deliver the trunk to the | 
landlady, but insisted upon seeing the girl in person 


for the purpose of getting a receipt. 
“Well, Polly,” said the young Segal with | a smile, 
“how do you size it up?” 
“There isn’t a equines person in the house,” 
Polly. 
“Well,” said the driver, “keep yqur eyes open. I 
we don’t get track of Blanche Martel from this place, 


sai 


we won't get track of. her at all. 
Sarah Cathcart’s name mentioned since you have 
been here?’ 
“Yes; but only mentioned casually.”,, 
“my afraid we've got a hard case to work,” said 
Nick. 
we are in search of is in communication with the peo- 


ple in this house. We must trace Sarah Cathcart 


Have you heard 


“T am positive that one of the three persons 


from here and Blanche Martel from Sarah Cathcart. a 


Nick carried the trunk up to the girl’s room on ‘the: 
third floor, and started back toward the street door. 
In the hallway he found Pinkey waiting for him. 


“Wat you talkin’ ter dat girl about?” Pinkey de- 


manded. “We don’t ‘low no chinnin’ in dis house.” 
“Oh, go’n chase yerself,” said Nick. “You can’t 
make a mash there.’ ht Re a 


“I'll make a mash here in de hall,” said Pinkey, “i Sif 
you give me any gab.” Hs 5 

Nick turned toward the door again with | ‘an 
amused look in his face. at 


“De next time you' come ae 4 Pinkey said, fol- 


a te ae 


Paine on a after him, “you keep outside. You make 
de house smell of horses.” 
Nick, without making any reply, stepped into the 
doorway. 
The next moment he feit iinet seized by the 


shouilders, and given a fierce push which would have 


“hurled almost any other man: headlong down the | 


stone steps. 

Enraged at the unprovoked assault, Nick, who had 
barely saved himself by catching hold of the door, 
turned and dealt the fellow a straight- from-the- 
shoulder blow which stretched him at full length on 
the floor of the hall. 

In a moment more he was driving rapidly away in 
bihe express wagon. 

_ “What’s this?” demanded the landlady, stepping 
out of the sitting-room as the bully was wiping the 
blood from his face. . 

“It’s just dis way,” said Pinkey, stepping into the 
sitting-room and looking about carefully to see that 
"no one but the landlady was within hearing, “I got a 

Pointer to-day from Maynard to watch every: person 
dat came here to see dat gal.” . 

“You made a good beginning,” 

with a sneer. 

“Well, I-didn’t like de looks» of dat expressman,” 

“said the bully, ‘ ‘an’ I thought I’d see what he talked 
like.” us 
: “What makes Maynard suspect Polly?” 


said the landlady, 


Wel ” said Pinkey, “I suppose he inks they’ ll 


“pick up the clew from this house again.” 

“TE you think she is.a spy, I'll turn her away.” 
“Dat would queer the whole act. Let her oaiay 
here, an’ we’ ‘) find out w’at she’s made of. h 

. “You have already found out what. her friend was 


| 
& 


"made of.” 
Well,” said Pinkey, \ with an Saihy ey u bet four 


dollars to a bump of the head that that man- was 
Nick Carter. Brink’s expressmen don’t hit like 
dat’? 

: “You can find out whether he is a, regular express- 
man or not. by going to the office.” 

" “I didn’t think of that, ” said Pinkey. 


af 
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“Tl find out 


In the meantime vou see that that girl don’t 
stir out of the house.” 

. When Pinkey passed, out of the stig rook the 
girl was dusting the furniture in the hall. 

“What's the matter with agent mug, Kidder?” she 
asked, innocently. — 
“Fell down an’ stepped on it,” 
“You ‘tend to your own business.” 


to- -day. 


said Pinkey, Bhorely, 


That night there was a secret- gonference'd in one of 
the upstairs.rooms. 


Kidder had been at the main ecvest office on. 


Washington street, and was ready with his report. 


“Dere’s somethin’ funny *hout dat,” he said. “Dey 
won’t say anythin’ ’bout it at de office.” 

“That’s enough, ain't jt?” said the woman. 

“What do you:méan??)) * ~ 

_“T mean that it was Nick Carter or some other of- 
ficer, and the express people let him have the rig: he 
drove up here with.” 

““T guess you're ‘tights said Pinkey. hivowebise 
watch ‘the girl so she can’t communicate with any 
one, and he’ll’ have to come again, ‘probably in some 
other disguise.” 

“What then?” 

“Well, I'll be here and fx him so ters won't tie mak 
ing this house his headquarters any more.’ 


“Now, see here,” said the woman, “I don't’ ‘want 
#o get into a fight with the officers: The easiest way 
is to end the whole thing by’ discharging the girl. 

“No, youdon’t. We've got to shut off that man’ 8 
wind before Blanche can have any peace, and we may 
as well do it here as anywhere else” 

“Te's risky.” Zar ato Aye 

“Well, we’re in for it, now. 
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You watch the girl, 
and we'll do the rest.”’ 
. Ag the two separated, Polly stole carefully out of 
the next room, and sought her ow n apartment. 
“This looks bad for Nick,” she thought. 
find some way to notify him of what i is going on.’ 
The only way to do this seemed to be by letter. 
So, she wrote a.note, and sealed and stamped ity 
But there seemed to be no such gee as getting at, 


‘ 


45 
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into the box on the corner, or into the hands of the 
postman. 

That night, after all was still in the house, she 
arose and crept noiselessly downstairs. 

Once or twice she thought she detected a move- 
ment in the hallway ahead of her, but the case was a 
desperate one, and she did not turn back. 

As her hand touched the knob of the front door, a 
light flashed up in the hall, and Pinkey sprang to- 
ward her. 

“Tl take that note,” 

The girl darted away, and in a moment the’ enve- 


he exclaimeds 


lope and its contents were:torn into tiny fragments, 
“T guess you won't take it,” “No 
duffer like you can read my love letters.” 


“Vou-needn’t 


* she said, angrily. 
“J was only jokin’,” said. Pinkey.. 
have torn it up.” 

The girl, of course, knew better, and returned to 
her room witha heavy heart. te 
she thought, “and 
How. can I 


“These people mean murder,” 
Nick will surely be here to-morrow. 
save him?” ; 

.‘ There was an air of mystery about the place all the 
next forenoon.’ : ash 

The girl was never out of oe of some member of 
‘the household, eee ; j 

- Pinkey-spent his time. watching at one of the front 
windows, and the landlady wandered about the fay 
in great excitement. 

At first the girl resolved to remain near the front 
entrance in order: to warn Nick, should he make his 
appearance. 

This ‘plan was defeated by the ice | aunenits 
her to her own apartment. 

Ten minutes later the landlady gave a quick turn 
to the knob of'the door of Polly’s room, and entered 
as though expecting to find her in some mischief. 

She did not find her at all 
‘The room was empty. We 
“Where has that little monkey gone?” . 

‘The woman looked in the closet and under the-bed. 


_ Then. she inspected all the rooms on thay floor in - 
“3 hi hytie fae, aay until this sais blows ONG Py 


, 


the building 


{ 


\ 
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Polly was nowhere in sight. wares 
The landlady returned to the room, and oaised ieee 
lid of the girl’s trunk. 
Polly’s clothing was all there, even to the saucy hat 
she wore while running errands. 52 
‘“She’s certainly in the house,” thought the woman. 
Then she went to the head.of the stairs, and called 


_Pinkey. 


That worthy seemed to catch a.tone of warning in. 
her voice, and came up the stairs with a rush. 
“What's up?” iz / 
“Polly has disappeared.” 
“The devil she has!” 
“Have you seen her anywhere in the lower part of © 
the house?” : | 
“Naw tis 
“Well,” said the woman, 
Pinkey’s reply was a fierce oath. 
She's ie ots to Nick 


“we've got ‘to find her.”’ 


“Find her?” he repeated. 
Carter by this time.” 

“No,” was the Replys ‘she’s nice ee ee in 
the house.” Pea 

They searched the place from basement. to 0 attic. 

Polly was nowhere to be found. 

{There was one room in the house especially de- 
voted to plots and such talks.as the speakers did not 
want overheard. 5 

It was a rear rooin on the second floor. 

Its one door opened into. the hallway, and-its one 
window. opened on a rubbish- lined backyard.. 

The backyard ended at the alley. running between 
Dearborn and North Clark streets. 

The room was furnished with a folding bed and the | 
ordinary fixtures of a sleeping chamber. 

After making the seakch, Be and the landlady 
repaired to this room. 

“Now, * said the woman, facing her star beiader ‘ 
angrily, “you see what comes of your sae « your 
own way about keeping the girl.” = = 

“It’s no. good chawin’ de rag,” said sate 
“W’at’s to be done, now?” ‘ 

“For one thing, you've got to go away, aed say 
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“Wat's de good o’ dat?” 


+ “That will break the communication between ny 


_ house and Blanche Martel.” 


“De best ting you can do is to give me a hundred 
dollars to give to Blanche Martel, and let her get out 
of town.” 

“T gave her money before, and what did it amount 
to?” 

“Well, she can’t go till she gets money.” 

“If you'd let stud poker alone, you'd have had 
money of your own to give her.” 

Pinkey made no reply. 

“When can you see her?” 

“To-night.” 


“Where? You haven't, made an appointment 


here, I hope?” 


{ 


heels ? 


_men.”’. 


‘Here?.and wid dat bloomin’ Nick Carter on: her 
I should say not!” 

“Why don’t you answer my question?” 

“Well, I am going to meet her at the World’s Fair 
grounds.” ery , 

‘At the World’s Fair grounds at Aistit’ rag 

“Yes; we know a way of getting into the imining 
building without running across any of the watch- 
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“Why not met her uptown? » The fact of going to 
the World’s Fair grounds at night looks suspicious.” 
“She is afraid to come inside of the police district. 
You see, the police down there are only watchmen.” 
The next minute the doorbell rang, and the land- 


lady hastened away, 


The door opened and closed, and two persons ad- 
vanced up the stairs. ; 

Pinkey, sitting alone in the: room, sprang to his 
feet with an-oath as the door opened. 

“Great Heaven!” he cried. “Blanche ‘Warkal: how 


‘dare you come here?” 


CHAPTER V. 
|THE MYSTERY OF A FOLDING BED. 


Nick Carter had received no word from Ida Jones 


—for, of course, Polly was none other than Nick's 


issistant—for more than twenty-four hours, 


A 


Nes . f 
17 


During this time he had followed many ciews, and 
had been in many parts of the city, but had been un+ 
successful everywhere. 

So far as his efforts to discover her were con- 
cerned, Blanche Martel might have been in the cen- 
ter of Africa. 

Nick should have received a scnen by aan om 
the girl that morning, but none had-arrived. 

As the reader understands, the note that he waited 
for had been torn into fragments the night .before. 

He was anxious about the girl, and resolved ta 
visit the house at once. : 

This, however, was a Scape bit of work. 

He knew from reports received at the express ofs 
fice that he had been recognized on his previous visite 

Therefore, the utmost caution would be necese 
sary now. % 

About ten o’clock a young man, dressed in the 
height of fashion, with a diamond sparkling on his 
scarf, and his short red hair cut pompadour, pulled 
the bell at the Dearborn street house. 

The landlady opened the door in person. 

She appeared to be nervous and excited, and stood 
with her ample figure blocking the half-open door- 
way, as she demanded: | , 

“What do you want?” 

“You take boarders, I believe,” said Nick, with a 
smile. © / a: 

“Who told you that?” : Mb 

“Well,” said Nick, with an air ak eiobeer aeacpitey 
“you see I met one of your young lady boarders. a 
short time ago, and she 

“Sarah Cathcart.” 

“Where did you know Sarah Cathcart ert 

“At the department store where she works.” 

At the first mention of Sarah Cathcart’s. name 
Nick had heard a half- suppressed exclamation in the 
hall, behind the woman he was talking to. . 

Now, at the mention of the department store, he 
heard rapid footsteps on the inside and a door opened 
and closed witha bang. 

“If Miss Cathcart is in a house,” he said), ness 
haps she will youch for me.’ : af 


.? 
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The wotnan Eeiaihe away from the door. 

“Wait,” she said, “and I’ll see.” 

While Nick stood on the porch, staring at the 
locked door before him, the woman was proceeding 
to the rear room on the second floor. 

_ Pinkey and Blanche Martel sat there waiting for 
her with very anxious looks on their faces. 

. “Well?” the landlady said, sharply. 
Pinkey arose, and looked carefully up and down 
the hall. 

“T heard what he said.” 

“And you saw him,” added ‘the Aegiaa ai 
tell me what you think?” 

-#Think ?’ exclaimed Pinkey. 
Carter.” 


“Now, 
“T think it’s Nick 


~ At the mention of that name, Blanche. Martel 
started back in dismay. 
“Great Heaven!” she exclaimed. 
coining here now of all other times.” 
“You shouldn’t have come here,” 


- “To think of his 

i 
said Piney. 
“But lam here. Now, tell me what todo.” 

“He can’t seanch the house ’single- -handed and 
alone,” . broke in the landlady. “You must hide your- 
self in whehe other room, and we cuore him in.” 

“What then?” ih Mie 
“While I am showing him the rooms on s the. top 
floor, you can thake your escape.” 

“But the house may be watched.” 
~ Pirkey gave a 
_. “No danger of that,” he-said. 
~~ “No,” broke in the landlady: 
mind would think you were fool enough to come’here 
in. broad daylight.” 2. 0. Aa te 
, “Why i is he here then} ati 
“He has a spy in the house.” 

“A spy! And in this house! Ke 
“Yes,” said’ Henn vand bg s here to communi- 


Era 


grunt of disgust. 


“cate: Mich er Oe Y 

“Well, we can’t leave him’ sloth at the door 
there all day,” said the aaleey Sak salar hea “Shall 
i let him in?” ” é We MnO DE: sei seuniee 

. Blanche Martel said. no. 

Bake said yes! 
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have nothing more to fear from. Nick re 


““Nooman itr his-sane - 


woman on the street below, but. watched in vain. 


; woman say. 


Se 


The landlady looked from one to the other, 

Then she decided the point for herself. 

“There is no. other way,” she said. . “Follow me 
down to the front parlor, and close and lock the door 
While I show him the rooms, you can 
leave the house.” 


behind you. 
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“And when I see you again,” said Paes: “you'll 
“Do you mean to kill him? pe 
The landlady looked Pinkey steadily in “the face. 
“Not in my house,” she said. 
_ “To.the devil with your house,” exclaimed Pirikey. 
“We shall all hang, if we don’t get rid of him.” 

The landlady turned toward the door. ' 

‘Wait a moment!” said’ Pinkey. “Where are you 
iio to take him?” ve 

“To the third floor,” 

ee said Pinkey, ions i eee “him ie Be | 
room.’ ose s 

~ The landlady passed out, closely. followed By ane e | 
handsome murderess. , | 

' Pinkey took’ a heavy billy from his hei exam- | 
ined it carefully, and returned it to its place; 1+ . 
MT have always had my way in ie biden e nes mut- 
tered, “and I shall-have it now.” ay ae sei 

“When the steps died out on ‘the igtaureasé hea 
ae the door and walked tothe front of the house. 

' After a moment’s. thought, he entered a room 
opening: to the left, and looked out upon the street. . 

Before proceeding any farther-in! the: desperate | 
game he was playing, he wanted. to make sure that 
Blanche Martel was out of the house. | A Sak od 
-. He: heard the hall door open, and then the sottela 
of two persons ascending the stairs. Hayles | 

He watched:anxiously for theyappearance Pr the | 


“Blanche . must be PEARY) ” he thought. “She 
ought not to lose a moment’ Ss. time in. getting. away.” 1 
He opened the door of his. room and listened. © 
The landlady and’ the | detective. ea talking: in ; 
shee of the door of the rear apartment.) 4 a> ee 
“It’s the. only. room we have Meee “he : heard th ; 


“= 
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Pinkey smiled. 

In spite of her protests, the woman was obeying 
his orders. . 

He took the billy from his pocket and pushed it up 
his right sleeve, leaving the strap wound about his 
wrist. ~ é 

Then he stepped into the hall, and walked toward 
the rear room. 

“This gentleman has been occupying the room,” 
explained the woman, as Pinkey advanced and stood 
at the side of the detective; 
traps out at once, if you decide to take it.” 


“but he can move”his 


The detective saw the fierce look in the bully’s 
eyes, saw the billy strap inclosing his muscular wrist, 
and stepped carelessly back. 
. Just then a woman appeared at the bottom of the 
~ stairs. ¥ 


“Have you found Polly yet?” she demanded. “Her, 


work is waiting for her down here.” 

“No,” answered the landlady.’ “Polly seems to 
have left the house.” 

Nick knew that the eyes of both his companions 
were fixed inquiringly upon him. 

He realized that he was in a es tight Bites 

“T don’t know about this room,” he said, stepping 


away from the door. . “It isn’t exactly what I want.” 


“You needn’t be afraid of crowding me out,” said 
- Pinkey, motioning Spec the room. “I’m going to 
change quarters,, anyway.” 


Nick saw no reasonable excuse for an abrupt de- 
~ parture, so he stepped into the room and looked 
around. 

Pinkey followed him in, and ce closed the 
4 door. 

The landlady, with a white, scared face, turned 
and almost sprang downstairs. 

The parlor door was locked’ when she came to it, 
_artd she pounded upon it with one clinched fist. 

“Tet me in,” she cried. ‘It is only I.” 

df The key was turned in the lock on the inside, and 
_ the door opened. 

- “Why are you still here?” she cried, wringing her 
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hands at the sight of Blanche Martel’s white, set face. 
“Why don’t you go away?” 

“Go away?” repeated the other. “Why should I 
go away?” . 

“Because something dreadful may happen, if you 
don’t. The officers may be here at any moment.” 

“Why should I go away?’ demanded the other, 
fiercely. “And that man Carter so near his death. 
Why should I go away without looking on the dead 
face of the man who has tracked me like a blood: 
hound for a year.” 

The landlady only wrung her hands. 

“I mean to stay here,” went on the hard voice, 
“and see that the work is well done. When he lies 
dead before me I shall rest again. There will be no 
need to fly, then.” 

The landlady stepped to the parlor door, and 
opened it. aie 

“Do you hear arming up there?” she asked. 

Both stood for a moment in a listening ‘attitude, 

“Nothing.” 

“T thought I heard the sound of a scuffle.” © 

“T heard nothing.” 

In the stlence which followed, the sharp report of a 


pistol rang through the house. 


Blanche Martel sprang toward the door. 
“Great Heaven!” gasped the landlady. “Don’t 
go there!” a 

Blanche tried to release tietself tan the detaining 
grasp of the excited woman, but all in vain. : 

As they struggled, a sound as of some heavy ob- 
ject falling to the floor, echoed down the stairs. 

“There!” shouted Blanche, with a look of triumpfi 
in her eyes. “What we have been wate for has 
taken place. Let me go!” 

The landlady only held her thore closely 

“How can we tell what has happened up there ?” 
she demanded. ¢ Nick Carter is a dangerous man, 
I beg of you to leave this place.” 

Blanche hesitated, ist 


“Fide me somewhere,” she said, at length. “What. 


and round, 
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ever has happened, Nick Carter cannot even suspect 
that I am in the house.” 


* * * * * ae * * 


? 


‘“You see,” said Pinkey, as Nick stepped forward 


at the closing of the door, “it is all mice and quiet 
here. There are no street cars in front, and the 
people of the house are orderly.” 

Nick walked carelessly about the room, but he 


never, took his eyes from the face of his companion. 


“That strap was put about your wrist for some , 


purpose, my fine fellow,” he thought, “and I have 


seen straps like that with billies at the end of them.” 
At last Nick stood in the corner of the room farth- 
est away from the window. 
Pinkey raised his hand to strike. , 
In a moment the men were struggling fiercely. 


The detective had met a giant in strength and 


. cunning. 


It was impossible for him to reach his weapon. - 
The battle was one which must be fought out hand 
to hand. f 
At last Nick’s feet struck some obstruction on the 
floor, against which he had purposely been forced, 


and he fell back heavily, striking his head rapes a 


‘chair as he did so. 


Dazed and stunned as he was by the blow, he saw 
that the bully was Bending over him with the billy 
raised high in air. 

That moment he believed to be his last.’ 

Was that the sound of a pistol shot? ; 

Was that the odor of burning powder in the room? 

Was that heavy weight upon his chest the pony of 
his late antagonist? { 


© 


‘The articles in the room seemed whirling round 
‘ » 


He noticed particulary that the folding bed 


i seemed gifted with the power of motion. * 


aa 
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" bridge over the lagoons. 


us?” 


ee 


Surely it moved and creaked as if some power 
within were trying to force it apart. i 


In a moment there could be no doubt that inthis, © € 


at least, his senses had not deceived him. ap 
The bed part of it fell to the floor with a crash. ‘ih 
The next moment the face Of his assistant, Ida 
Jones, was bending over him, tugging meanwhile at 
the heavy body lying across his. chest. Was 
A pistol he had seen her practice with lay upon the 
floor by his side. et is 
The origin of the shot which had saved his life was ar 
no longer a mystery. 
It had come from the folding bed, which had fallen 
apart during the- girl s efforts to extricate herself. 
When the, landlady entered the room, Nick was 3 
bending over the wounded bully, with the form of the | 
unconscious girl i in his arms. 


' For the first time in her life she ‘aid fainted. 


CHAPTER VI. cae lag 
NIGHT AT THE WORLD'S FAIR. GROUNDS. | 
Two figures crept from the heavy sale lying 
about the agricultural building at the’ World’s ‘Fair ; 
grounds, and advanced stealthily across rhe foor: 


: 7 
Ny 


In a moment they. were on, the wooded island ly- 
ing to the east .of the transportation building, and 


were soon concealed in the tall shrubbery with which he 
the place is still cavered. ae ‘a 
One figure was that of a short, heavily-built 1 man, aie 
The other presented a slight and boyish appearance, wy 
“T thought I saw the figure of a man standing there ‘oe 


by the bridge as we crossed, Vic "said the younger per 


son. 


“Are you sure ioiges is no one here to Spi a ry 
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” 


said Pinkey . 


“One of the watchmen, probably,’ 


git he won't make any trouble. They think we’re 


The bully chuckled coarsely as he spoke. 


“How long have we got to stay here?” 
“Not very long, I hope.” 
“Where did you leave Sarah?” 
“At the Twenty-second street garden. Maynard 
is to meet her there with the money.” 
“I’m getting tired of all this,’ said Blanche. 
“Nick Carter has made it pretty hot for us.” 
“Yes, and he'll keep on doing it until I get out of 
the country,’ 
“It beats the devil that we should all go broke just 


bb 


‘at this time,” said Pinkey, with an oath, 5 
“Yes; everything goes wrong.” | 
“Well,” said Pinkey, “if we hadn’t had a little luck 

‘to-day, you'd be in jail now.” 
“What thing in the shape of luck has happened to- 
say?” 

“Tf that girl hadn’t fainted when te fell out of the 
folding bed at the house on Dearborn street, she'd 
have. told Nick Carter that you were in the house, 

and that would have settled it.” 

ces, presume so. You were Faget by her 


bullet, and couldn't have helped me.’ 


“And so,” continued Pinkey, “Nick Carter didn’t 


know Ak near he was to you. Not knowing, he 


“4s ist a the ¢ o'r] ‘up iu his arms, and fnade for the 


street.” 


“We must keep a catty eye on that girl) et aaa 


; Blanche, ' 

“She’ sa cute one. 
ii 
| of hiding in that folding bed?” 


mm, gud checked him as te was abo to Speak again. | 
“Look there!” 


Who alse would have thought 


“Blanche caught her companion quickly by the’ 
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As she spoke, Blanche pointed with her hand to- 
ward the open space in tren of the transportation 
building. 

‘Those people have, passed up and down there two 
or threé times since we have been standing here,” 
she said. “I wonder what they want ri . 
AS she spoke, two figures stepped into the fttoon- 


eT 


light again. 


o9 


“One is a watchman,” said Pinkey. ‘So it’s all 
right.” : ? i 

“But the woman with him—did you see her face?” 
ata oh 


“T may be nervous, 


said Pinkey; “but it’s probably his wife.” 
* gnid Blanche; “but I thought 
I caught a resemblance between that woman and 
Polly.” 


The two stood in the shadow. of the trees some 


moments in silence. 


The watchman and. his companion had. disap- 
peared.. 

As they stood there, the das h of water\ came foal 
to their ears. 


”? 


“I wish Sarah would come,” said Blanche, taleing’ 
her companion by the arm again. 

“She'll be -here directly,” 

“Do you know,” said Blanche, in a laa “that 
I have an idea that some one is swimming across 
the lagoon?” 
Pinkey laughed, iis 
“Tt would be horrible to anor the officers here,” 
whispered Blanche. We would have no possible . 
chance of escape.” 

Pinkey left his companion’ S ae and advanced to- 
ward the north end of the lagoon, 

“Where are you going?” . 

The man motioned for the woman to remain where 
she was, and crept on toward the shrubbery. : 

Reaching the bank, he saw that the water lay still 


and smooth in the Ea 
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No boat or floating figure was in sight. 

His face was pale as death. 

“We never should have come here!” he growled, 
with an oath. “We have madé a fatal mistake.” 
“Why do you say that?” 


- Pinkey started, and half drew a weapon before he 


recognized the voice of Blanche Martel, who had fol- 


lowed him. 
| “Why do you say that?” she repeated. 
“T remember now,” said Pinkey, “that that girl 
must have been secreted in the folding bed when the 
landlady and I talked about this appointment.” 
Wiat tk’to.be’done?”. 
“Stay here and fight it out! You have a way of 
settling Nick Carter, if he attempts to arrest you.” 
‘Pinkey pointed toward thé emerald eyes and ex- 
posed fangs of the snake brooch as he spoke. 
“Hush!” said Blanche. 
Bridge, and there is certainly some one else on the 


island.” 


“No one has crossed the 


The faint rustle of foliage came from the direction 
of the eastern bank.’ 
said Pinkey, 


“Now, then,” “we must separate. 


Conceal yourself in the shrubbery there by the bridge 


and watch for Sarah Cathcart.” 

“And you?” 

~ “Pit soon find out whether theré'is any one else 
on the island.” 


“Remember this,” said Blanche, as’ ‘the other 


turned away, “for something’may happen before we 


meet again. I havé arranged with one of the clerks 
in the drug store in the auditorium building for a 
supply of the powder for my brooch, to-morrow 
morning. If I get the money to-night, I shall go 
directly from that place to the liners Central Deport 


and leave for the East.” Bo ; 


' Pinkey made his way carefully through the shrub-. 


- 
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bery and didappeaneds and Blanche secreted herse) 
near the approach to the bridge. - 
For some moments she listened intently” 
A sound of voices came from one of the building” 
across the water 
A light breeze stirred the foliage of the trees, and a 
night bird called out to its mate, 
There were no other sounds. Boi 2 
After some moments the figure of a woman crossed — 
the clear space at the end of the bridge, and stepped — 
upon the structure. 
Blanche heard the voice of a watchman, sae saw - 
the woman turn back. ) 
" She was positive that the woman'was Sarah Cath- ” 
cart. ' "i 


J 


She was about to spring forward to overtake her — 


th 


when the noise ofa struggle in the thicket attracted ; 


her attention. “ 
She heard the shuffling of feet, and the sound. of | a 
heavy blow. - i 
Then all was still for a moment. taba 2 

; 


Then came the sound of oars from the north. © 
Some one was rowing across the lagoon. Ye a 
Two watchmen, who had evidently: heard the 
struggle, advanced to the bridge, and stood look- a4 
ing toward the island. Pein HOE 
“I was right,” thought the frightened woman. 
“Some one swam the lagoon a short time ago, and ae 
has met Pinkey in the thicket.” i. ‘i 


.The girl ‘was terribly excited. Re 


She had no means of knowing the gear ‘of the 


struggle which she had heard. ae 


Her only course igs to be to lie still in iat 
hiding-place and wait. . i. Be 4 
If her companion had come off vietorionss, “he 


Gea 


a 


W ould soon come back to her. 


If he had been injured or placed. under sre h 
only safety was. in wvesbeenlinent,! AGE, | ae CT: 


¥ 5 ayers 


iw > “ 
ory Taam aa te 5 
Scapa Mee 
Pare las .. rie 


oa end of the bridge, and again the watchman stopped 
stl A . } 
Mer. 


* 


aN “There's something going on over there that 1 
don’ it. quites -understand,’’ Blanche heard the watchi- 
man say. 
"blows, and now some one is crossing the lagoon at 
the north. end.” ? : 
i _ Blanche could not. hear the woman's “reply... 


- “I can’t help that,” 


i 


said the gruff yoice.¢ of ; the 
watchman... “If your friends are over there, you may 
_ stay here until they cross the bridge. No one else 
% crosses to. the, island until I know what is S going on 


Ay “ibhere,” 


i.The..w oman drew back, and once more Blanche 


owas about to leave her. place of concealment. 


For the second time a noise in the shrubbery of 


Pe, the. island.. Ata ae her attention. ain 
_ This time it was not the sound of a Aided: 

B ' Itewas a sharp, clear, click, click,:like the fastening 
i asad or the cocking of a single-action re- 


: volver. a ter 


1S 


) \ The next moment she was s startled by. the sound of 


Me nmrigh is ‘ods in 1 the allaclowe iy por trees, 
“Blanche could see that. it was the watchman she had 
Seen on.the opposite side of the lagoon a short time 


efore. 


shelter... ares 


’ said a quiet voice. 
el of. aspistol gleamed in. the. moonlight, 


You “may as wake come. out,’ 


e saw that. all, ‘Tesistance, was. seless. 
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a Again the woman advanced boviatde the opposite. 


“A little while ago’ I heard the sound of 


potsters approaching the place. Where she lay con-. 


n ceree mean the bushes which cae Blanche Ss 


Yat 


no | harm in lodging here, iT heey PP she 
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said, imieating a ‘sleepy. yawa, igh haye no. other 
place to go.” ee eae iets 
“That won't do, Blanche Martel. a have run you 
to earth at last.” . 
The voice was cnmistakably that of Nick Carter, 
‘The woman ‘started back 1 in dismay. ; 
‘said Nick, 
light.” Be eae ae es 
Just then t two. watchmen Stepped upon the ees 


“Come!” “step out here in the moon- 


planiks ‘of the improvised bridge, and moved toward 
the spot where the detective and his 5 prisoner Ww ere 
standing. | ie if ak i ‘S 
Whatever was to be done, must be done. quielly. 
“Ina momeéit the situation woitld' be explained to 
the watchman by the detective, and then all would be 
lost. de ei heer ee or: Parc ad 19 i, vebse 
“You are mistaken,” Blanche Said, thrusting her 
face almost. into that of the detective. “Look at'me 
well, and. see if am the ‘perso you are in Search of.” 
Nick drew a pair of handcuffs from his pocket. 
“Tt seems: to-me;” he: said, slowly, “that you might 


occasionally go out without that. tell-tale: snake 


DEoO CHL Sa apy wAy Up sf! Vigtynn 
Blanche. lean bormexd wail Se ea was wighin 
halt a’ FOE of the detectivers face. .i raid oe ais ye toes 


ae 


As Nick reached out to make use of ‘ins acelin 
side! Se NM peu fe ae 
. AA foul-smelling spray struck the. detective full in 


the mouthand nostrils. |. 4. 


tye fess 


His throat and brain seemed, on fire. 


Aa fees “supapet sna fel mbaind to bes garth. ag 
_ The, footsteps of the. watchman were, no- Tonger 
heard on the bridge. ey wine fitpaeett 


They had reached the soft turk of. the. island, and a 
wer e,within, a few. yards, of. Sr here . the. woman, ipiood. 
beside the prostrate officer, 
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In a moment Blanche stood by their side. 
she said, 


“I am glad you came,” in a trembling 


voice. -: “My ‘companion ‘has disappeared, and: I am 
afraid to be in this desolate spot alone.”. 
‘One of the watchmen grasped the seeming boy by 
the arm.., .. 
“What's going on here?” he demanded. 
A third ‘watchman crossed the bHeEe, and joined 
the little group. 
“Here, George! !” said the first speaker, “you take 
this lad over there and keep him in a safe place until 
“we find out what’s going on here.” 
~ The watchman addressed as George seized Blanche 
‘roughly, and conducted her across the bridge. 
“Now,” 


pile of timber, “you stay here until those men make 


he said, seating himself by her side on a 


their report.” - 
In the meantime the two watchmen were making a 
systematic search of the island... . 

. In a moment the one, nearest t.<,,bridge, heard a 
cry from his companion farther. north. _ 

He sprang forward i in the direction, or ae sound, 
ania stumbled over the body of a man lying. in the, 
thicket. 

_ He was on his feet again in a monient, and the two 
men met in the clear space not far’ away. 
: “The devil is to pay ‘here to-night,” 
watchman. ““There’ $a man a lying back here © gagged 

and. handcuffed.” 2. it PaO eed ee mor sd a. 280 9,1 


“And there's a dead man, lying back heré in the ' 


bushes,” said the other, excitedly. - 
» The men. called out. to. their companion to make 
sure of the boy he was guarding, but. received no 


teply. . 


They, “dashed ¢ across the bridge, orily to find him ; 


MOTB Ws fre 


lying unconscious ona pile of timbers. Shee 


4 


The seeming bee had disappeared, ‘and with him 


\ A ; 


? ee s 
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said the first 


the woman who had been waiting the return’ rot hac 
friends‘on the island. 
“A short time later # veiled woman and a boyish / 
looking youth took the cable cars northward, 
On the same car a plainly- -dressed eer. sat seern- : 


ingly half asleep on the rear seat. 


CHAPTER Vil. 
THE SNAKE BROOCH. 


The loungers about the Auditorium Hotel the next — 


morning were unanimous in the opinion that the | 
young girl who sat writing at.a desk in the drug store — 
on the Congress.street ade was the handsomest.and ; 
brightest girl they had seen in | many. a day. 


.. The girl, however, seemed to pay very little atten 


tion to the’ epee and remarks of the fashionsEle 
dressed young men who lounged about thé Place. ms 4 


_ She had been at the desk but a short time, when a 


young fellow, who. iobkea ike éferk in: ‘ities ‘estab 


lishment, entered and Approached ag Bi where 
she sat. tii ' i Ba ie ah i: 
“Anything n new! ta he asked, ina low tone. re, 
The girl shook her head. Be ee 
“You have heard nothine beam: Mr. Gutens od : : a h 
bi othing.” os 


i ‘Isn’ t that a little strange: ce 


" is Rl vs ae . ; 
“We know trot Ba 


“yf think aor ” said the girl 


edge while thiey were waiting for Kelp” 

“But his prisoner left, too,’ * suggested th ot 
“It is my-opinion,”” said the girl, Satie ag ‘stn 

“that he was. still a prisoner W hen he left.” 


“You have great ‘confidence in Mr 


y ‘ yeny y ee 


e 
’ “Yes 


“Well,” said the young follow, * ‘this is one of my 


‘i srst.cases, and I hope J may succeed in catching her, 
if she comes here.” 
The young man took a seat behind the. counter, 
and the girl went on with her writing. ee 

he Buay as she appeared to be, however, she sub- 
jected every person whe entered to the strictest 
scrutiny. . 

In the stylish young lady at the writing-desk, no 
one maid have recognized the second girl of the 
Dearborn street house, or Ida Jones, Nick’s assistant. 

As the young man sat watching the business going 
on-about-him, his attention was ‘attracted by the tap- 
ping of a pencil on the girl's desk. 

A messenger boy stood talking to one of the clerks 

in the becmetion department. 

“They said you ‘would have it all ready,” the boy 
was saying, impatiently, “and that I was to hurry 
with it.” 

the young fellow stepped from behind the counter, 


gave a signal to the clerk, and advanced to the door. 
x 


The clerk handed the messenger boy a neatly 
_ folded package, and SPREE over to. Opie aoang. Jady’s 
desk, ia we 
h “called for the 


“That boy,” he said, in a. whisper,‘ 


_ powder arranged for yesterday, He & to be fol- 
; lowed.” z 
“s “Ves 

‘ there almost see “until I called his attention to 
| papas was going on.’ ie é 
ihe girl left her seat, and seiiet: to the door, th 


‘The messenger boy had. Giseppeared,, ‘and the 


baad Tak : 2 
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* said ie sil, “and your young detective sat 
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young detective was walking wey among the crowd 
on the walk. 

When he saw the girl, he been up to the ne 
where she stood. 

“Did you let him escape?” she asked. 

“He dodged away before I got a ok to sOIney. 

him,” was the dejected reply. 

The girl stepped into the store, and put ge 
and wrap. 2 ma 
“There i is no “use staying here ‘now, ’ she thought, 
biter: 


As she moved east on Congress street, in the idee 


‘tion of W abash avenue, the conversation of two men 


standing on the edge of the walk attracted her atten- 
tion. 3 aid ; 

The walk was crowded and no one noticed the girl 
standing there, as though in doubt which way to ip 

“Did you hear the news?” one of the men asked, - 

“What news?” i . 

“Why, the handcuffed man who disappeared eek 
the World’s Pair grounds last night has just ‘been 
turned over ia the es at the Cottage Grove 
aventte station.” 

The zi) then saw. By the seaeen peeping from be- 
neath their. coats’ that the. two men were City de- 
tectives..: Sel Moet. ealve cies Vom SB TS: otha ey 

“Tt would be more to the purpose,” “said one: af the 
men, “if that New York chap: oan turin Blanche 
Martel over to the oficers‘herés?*" 5°) oo: ing 

“But the: New’ York pa didn’t turn this mat: imi a 
“Who did?” ~ ts 3 
“A young dude, who found him wandering around 


handcuffed, and led him i in because he didn’t know 


what else to do.” Pon if ; Ks in ke 
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bot am 


“welt that’s sgt sae the other. wy ou haw. She turned to see that Nick Carter grasped ea 


Behe sage sta 


Pe course, that the man Maynard was arrested last one of the women ‘tly by the ati. | 
hight! ‘opp ae get aa “You may as well give me that package? i : ‘sa aii 
“By eit oe ; . addressing one of them. 


“That’s what we don’t know. The chief knows, acid out of that?” 


but he ain’t saying a word about it.” ge Uiviey In a moment the: women and ‘the two officers we 


“J piers, it s all Nick Carter’ 3 work,” rics the other in a carriage, and were rapidly ariven toward the 
Py f Ws) 5 
eos moving along. : pi Hartison street station. : 


“As the girl w alked on toward Wabash avenue, an _That’s a mighty handy. little assistant you've g 


‘elegantly-dressed woman just dhead of her stopped -there,?. said the captain, as ‘the pesoneis. we 


in frent: ota window andtooked ins jo 8 pi eX mar ched ewe to their cells. x ak 

Ree te 
win a moment another woman stopped by*her side Nick smiled, pan Mae: Sa sre ate ter oe scat 
and Cee to fix her attention at something in the ~~ ees came here thee iat night, oe continued 


Window: ‘ The‘girl saw a small white package passed caput “and reported ‘that. Blanche “Martel. would . 
from-orie tothe other 48 seg | 4 5 ‘eal for’ a: certain: powder at the “Auditoriam. é 
. She was ‘cértain’ that vone ‘Of the women’ ‘was store’ this morning: So we had the place: wat ched. 
‘Biboble Mattel, and that the other was Sarah Cath- It seems she had track of Blanche Martel on | 
cart “She had never hal a full’ view ‘of mitiier one of- night, but lost her while Sere ee ‘aia 


the women, but it’ “would not® hive’ helped fie if oe “eity? 


batt 4 may Se vou fay Se 


A Sees ig Paes MEAS Dareat “ SEL) JEN ee ead Nick, “she would go to the 


_No one would ever t have recognized them in “their “Pair ‘grotinds with the 1a tig 
Mage aah: | bebe at the: time.” 


a in sight." 
a rete wa’ od 
* “She | was 5 at z a “loss what ¢ course to pursue. 


{FS} 


. ay he” obi” ‘said 


vi 


' 
$55, 
py 


At that moment some one” totletied her lightly 6 on made: a. ee deal’ of noise W 
‘the shoulder. ciate a eega ea » pit) ridin over ao the island. 


Stas OS AT Ge a a, RY BG the et RC ee 


; ‘She turned, tog gee « Nick Carter looking a been first you see I would n 


MSPS SRS tee 


cil saya an ciced in amor 
Pe ay ey See f 
me | Be % : 


did about the woman’s intention to go there after a 


powder, and I was there'a long time before she was 
- this morning.” 
Wy ell, it’s been a great chase,” 
“I suppose you'll capture the big reward.” 
is said 


Nick. 


and the park policeman. 


“But the mystery still remains to be solved,” 
; “T want to know what killed Detective Green 
" When I know that, I shall 
' know what keeled me over last night.” . 

When the clothing of Blanche Martel was searched 


that day the mystery was solved. 


One of the most ingenious contrivances that ever 


served the purpose of murder was found upon her 


person. 
Inside the dress, just above the waistband, on the 
: right-hand side, were found two small rubber-ball 
a ‘pumps, such as are used for ordinary spray pro- 
4 ducers. 


ie 


From these, two cities led MP to a bottle suspended 


-round the neck. 


This had two compartments, and two necks closed 
_ by rubber stoppers, through which ran two tubes, 
- which ended in the mouths oe the two golden ser- 
mets 


an pents coiled in the form of a brooch. 


_ The horrible apparatus was so arranged that, on 

y: working the ball-pumps by pressing the right arm 
A _ against the side, two jets of vapor could be projected 

: ‘ “from the serpents’ mouths. 

‘& These jets formed, when united, what was prac- 

- tically a vapor of prussic acid, which would be blown 

Wirectly in the face of any one within a couple of feet 


i of the brooch, and.would, of course, kill them almost 


. (4 
a ty 
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said the captain. 


E To. ‘the wearer of the brooch there would be little 
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or no danger, provided she held her breath for :a’ 
couple of minutes and moved quickly away, as. the 
gas mixes very rapidly with the air and is soon lost. * 

In a confined space like ‘the "bus, the atmosphere 
could be so saturated that it would be death to 
breathe it. 

The park policeman had evidently received more 
than one spray of the deadly gas as he lay uncon- 
scious on the ground. 

Only for the timely arrival of the watchmen in the 
World’s Fair grounds, Nick Carter would probably 
have been served in the same way, and would have 
been found dead there in the morning. 

Blanche Martel was held in Chicago for the murder 
of Fred Green, and was convicted and executed. 

Sarah Cathcart, Maynard, Pinkey and the landlady 
were charged with being accessories after the fact, 
and were convicted and given long-time sentences. 

Of course, the young man arrested upon suspicion 
of having committed the murder in the *bus was rex 
leased at once. 

He copnen A Nick warmly on the manner in. 
which he had worked the case. 

Ida came in for her full share of the praise, and 
returned to New York City with Nick, a very happy 
girl: : : 3 

THE END. 
“Nick 
Carter’s Note of Warning; or, The Murder. of the 


Next week’s issue (No. 292) will contain: 
Empress.” The note of warning was a lucky thing 
for Nick. ' How lucky you cannot know unless you 


jean the story. One of Nick’s mos: interesting cases 


will be made public in all its details in next week’s 


son { Ne ie (ce aera 
issue. he : 4 


Whew! 

It’s a regular cyclone of metry ha-has that come, watted on the summer breeze, from IN: ick Carter readers 
all over the continent. 

If you are a new reader and don’t understand what this is -_ about, look on page 31. 


What a gale of laughter this contest has started all over the country. 


The Mexican Variety. 
(By John Bennet, Mexico. ) 
THER HAPPY PARENT INSULTED. 


-Old-Man Hicks: “Why did you come out before Sun- 
day school was over?’’ 
Dick Hicks: ‘‘The teacher said I looked like you!”’ 


_%HE MYSTERY SOLVED. 


; The Wife: “ Mabel takes ‘great fais with her sing- 
jag’. hoe: 

The Enehand: ‘*Probably that’s what causes her to 
make such unearthly noises.’’ 


THEIR COLLEGE STANDING. 


Hojack: ‘Are those two men college graduates? if 
heard one boast that he had graduated higher than the 
other.”’ 

Tomdick: “No, they are Keeley graduates, but th- 

" boaster took the tiorphine course. ’’ 


EXPENSIVE. - 


Attendant: ‘‘ Heavens, doctor! there’s a sponge miss- 
ing. I think you have sewed it up in the patient.’’ 

Surgeon (a few minutes after); “‘ Thanks for calling 
my attention to the matter. T hat eponge cost two dol- 
dats. ee cers 


Right, All the eather 
(By H.C. Godale, R. I.) 


Examination question paper: 

“What is the difference between 500 and 2,580??? 
Boy’s auswer paper: ; 

“One i is larger than the other.’’ 


. GETTING EVEN, 


7 Tadlar! *‘An accident happened to me night before 
ast.”’ 
+» Svowler: “What was it?” 

Jaslar: “‘I was run down by a horae- -car. fy 
 Snowler: ‘‘Did you get hurt?” 

‘Jaslar: ‘‘Not a seratch.”’ 
. Snowler: ‘‘ How’ was that?’ 


tie ee “You know. that I ‘ih ona freight hatha? 


‘have a beer to wash it down.’? 


‘all smeared with molasses candy dropped his penny i) 
‘the box, saying, ‘tA fool and his wines soon Parte ; 


_ thrash Mike Malony, which he did, winding ‘up. 
_ formance wit : 


of the examination is as: follows: 


not? 


—-, 
4 


ret J 


le. 
a ss | 
| m 


Snowler: *“Yes.’ 
Jaslar: “‘Night ‘pole Jast we had: a horse-car ° 
horses on. It happened that this car was to be dropper 
off without stopping at all. The car was put behind thi 
caboose, and I was stationed on the car, so that I coul¢ 
drop it ‘off. When we were a little way from the top 
a steep grade the car happened to uncouple from the res 
of the cars. Of course, the car kept running from th) 
force of its momentum. .The car was just about to sto? 
when we were at the top of the grade, but it starte: 
again and kept gathering speed as it went down. It kep 
running until it struck the rest of the car, which ha 
stopped about half a mile from tie foot of the grade. _ 
“Is that enough for you? I guess that will pay up fo 
the one that you played on me last week. Ha! hal! ha. 
do you see how I was run down by a horse-car??”? 
Snowler: ‘‘That’s enough for me. _Let’s go in ant 


i 


Serigtuie Sayings. 

(By William J. Creemers, Mass.) | J 

It was customary in a little church out West when. th. 

little children dropped their pennies in the poor-box o “o. 

Sunday, to quote some little passage in Scripture. ih 

One little girl came in and dropped her penny’ in 

box, saying: ” “Tt is more blessed to give than 

receive,” ce) 
Auother said: “The Lord loveth a cheerful gi 

One little fellow who strolled in last, wit 


Fi Thick- headed. Witness, raise 
(By, Wilford Ruble, Wash.)) 0 5 
Pat McCarty went all the way from Cork to Dublin 


the assistance of a.‘ “horseshoe.” i 
arrested and brought before Justice’ ‘Simpleman. 4 


‘Court: ‘‘ Well, sir, you came here f mn 


Liat ana ie boat has answered 
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Court: ‘*You see the complainant’s head’; it was) cut 
by a sharp instrument—do you know what cut it?’ 

Pat: ‘‘Ain’t yer honor after sayin’ that a sharp iustru- 
ment did?’? ; ; 
** Court (becoming testive): ‘‘I see you mean to'equivo- 
cate. . Now, sir, you cut that head; you caine’ here to 
cut it, did you? Now, sir, what motive brought you 
here??’ 

Pat: ‘“The locomotive, yer honor.’’ ii 

Court (waxing warm): ‘‘Equivocating again, you 
scoundrel!’ (Raising up the horseshoe and holding it 
before Pat). ‘‘Do you see that horseshoe, sir?’’ 

Pat: ‘‘Is it a horseshoe, yer honor?’’ 

Court: ‘‘Don’t you see it, sir? Are you blind? Can 
you not tell at once that it is a horseshoe?” 
~ “Pat: ‘*Bedad, no, yer honor.’’” 

Court (angrily): ‘‘No?”’ 

Pat: ‘*No, yer honor; but can yourself tell?” 

Court: ‘‘Of course I can, you stupid Irishman.”’ 

Pat (talking loudly): ‘‘Oh, glory be to goodness, see 
what education is, yer honor! Sure, a poor, iguorant 
creature like myself wouldn't know a horseshoe from a 


“-mare’s shoe.”’ - 


F pn PEE) 
Two Jersey Jokes. 
(By Perey Nichols, New Jersey.) . 
WHAT HE WANTED IN Ir. 
When the waiter brought in the guest’s breakfast he 


set a cup of coflee down by: his plate and the guest 


picked it up, and took a s’p. 
‘‘Cream in it, sir?’’ inquired the waiter. 
bt NOL, cate 
Sugar??? 
»ENO,”? 
‘*Perhaps you’ll have a spoon,”’ smiled the waiter. 
‘*No, I don’t want a spoon, either,’ growled the 
guest. 
The waiter was puzzled. 
‘*Won’t you have anything in it?”’ he asked, 
‘‘Ves, heat! Take it back,’’ and the waiter took it 
back. 


y 


: NOT A MAN, » ‘Oe 
‘‘Our hero sat in the corner of the railway compart- 


ment devouring his newspaper,’’ read Miss Myrtle Dolan 
from. the latest book added to her paper-covered library. 


“He was devouring what?’ asked her father, with 
sudden interest. _ a 

‘* His newspaper, the book says,’’ replied Myrtle. 

‘*Go on wid yez, Oi t’ought t’wor a mon ye wor 


_ readin” about, an’ now, be the powers! he turns out to 


be a goat.”’ 


4 


What Troubled Johnny. 


(By John Born, Wis.) 
A small boy was going to Sunday school one hot Sun- 


- day morning. The road was very dusty and he took off 


his shoes, not wearing socks, and fasteni: 
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“Tittle boy, would you not like to take a ride with 
ime?’’ 4 

The boy got in and placed his shoes under the seat, 
Said the gentleman.to the boy: 

‘‘Where are you going ?’’ 3 

“To the Methodist Sunday school,’’. answered the boy, 

“I.am going to the Baptist church some distance 
beyond, and I can take you all. the way.’’ 

-As they drew near the Methodist. Sunday school the 

. gentleman said; RES ae 

‘Are you not going to put your shoes on?”’ 

‘*No,’’ said the boy. 

The gentleman was aware that it was allowed for little 
children to go to Sunday ‘school in that section without 
their shoés on. ; 

“*Well,’? said he, ‘‘if you are ready before I am, wait 
here for me, and I will take, you home. Leave your 

_ shoes under the seat. If I am ready before you, I will 
wait for you.’’ : 

Agreeing to that, the boy goes to his class and the 
teacher reads him the lesson, By a remarkable coinci- 
dence, it is the story of Dives and Lazarus—-Dives feed- | 
ing sumptuously aud Lazarus at the gate, eating the 
‘crumbs from the rich man’s table. After she had read 
the story to him she wanted to see how much attention 
the little boy had paid; but the boy had not followed 
the trend of the story. 

‘‘Johnny,’’ said the teacher, ‘‘where did the rich man 
go?’ ; ; 

He looked at her, surprised indeed to know that she 
was aware of what he had been doing: 

‘Why, he went down to the Baptist church, ma’am,”’ 
he said. : § 

She was puzzled now.. 

‘*No, Johnny,’’ she said, ‘‘he went to hell.” 

“But, good heavens!’ said Johnny, ‘‘he has my 
shoes.’°. "1 
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lips. 
he (Crabbe) could pretend to be drinking and at the 


Amateur Detective Work. 


Boys, in reading one of ‘the Nick Carter stories did you ever try to think ahead and guess who was 


the criminal in the case? 


Each of the readers has a chance to find out how good a detective he is. 
He has the facts of the case laid before him just as Nick Carter himself. has. 


Of course, he has not got Nick’s experience or wonderful detective instinct. 


Still, he can prove whether 


or not he is a good detective by trying to decide in his own mind what the solution of the mystery is before he 
has read to the end of the story. The earlier in the story heis able to make his guess and the more accurate it is, 


the better detective he is. 


We want to see what sort of detectives the readers of the Nick CarTER WEEKLY are. 

We want one and all of you to write us, telling us whether you were able to solve the mystery that Nick 
Carter had to solve, before reading to the end/of any of the stories. 

Tell us how far you read before you arrived at your decision, and just what points guided you in making your 


decision, Your letters will be printed in this column. 


276 Summit Ave., Buffalo, N. Y. 

Fellow Readers: Why can’t we have a kind of a club 
and write to each other and start a friendship in this 
way? 

There are some readers in our own towns who we do 
not know, and if we became acquainted would be glad 
‘we met each other. If any of you would care to write 
to me, address me at the above. 

’ J would like to hear from Miss Stockton very much. 

Hoping to hear from some of you, I am yours for Nick 
Carter, C..§. Illingworth. 


Your idea isa good one. lLet’s hear what the other 
members of the league think of it. 


+ Washington, D. C., June 12, 1902. 


Editor Nick Carter Weeklv— 


Dear Sir: I have just finished reading No. 383. ‘T sus- 
pected Crabbe from the time the light was turned. out. 
My reason for suspecting him was this: Mr. Delmar 
said, in his story, that bis diamond was colorless, and 
when he turned the light on Crabbe had his glass to his 
Now, I said to myself that diamond is colorless, 


game time drop the stone in the water. 

By reading further I found that my suspicion of 
Crabbe was well grounded as it proved just as .I had 
guessed. I also suspected that Crabbe could see, because 


| an acquaintance of mine has a friend who can see, but a 


very little in the day, but as well as any man in the 
night. 

It was a clever piece of .work to recover that ok 
from such a man as Crabbe. But no matter what Nick 
Carter goes at he always comes out on top. 

Good luck to the Carters in all undertakings. 

James M. Wade. 


You’ve got the making of a fine detective in you, jim. 


You certainly show great ability in the way you. went 
to work on that story. Let’s hear from you again. 


Buffalo, N. Y., June 20, 1902. 
Editor Nick Carter Weekly— 
| Dear Sir:/Seeing that my first letter was printed, ti 
determined to write another. I took this time for a 


a - 


problem, ‘‘Nick Carter’s Hunt for a Treasure.”’ At first 
it puzzled me. I knew that unless the two other men 
were very shrewd criminals that they would not ask 
each other for the diamond. As it was shown that they 
were no professional criminals, and Jater in their attack 
on the blind man, I realized that they could ‘not have 
the diamond. 

I turned my attention ‘to the blind man, I knew that, 
as he had to strip he could not have the diamond on his 
person. With the other two out of the way, there 
remained only the blind man and*the owner, Mathews. 
To think that the owner had it seemed absurd, so I con- 
cluded that the blind man had taken the diamond, but 
how he took it, I never could guess. That part of the 
story of the midnight fight was very interesting. I be- 
lieve that the Nick Carter Weekly is not only highly in- 
teresting and entertaining, but also instructive. It ex- 
cels all others. Respectfully, 

Franklin Parker. 

In reply to your inquiry as to whether we should ad- 
mit a girl into our circle, I wish to say that we ought to 
adivit her. ‘The young lady has shown good judgment 
in her letter, and good judgment always counts in the 
making of a good detective. Look at Ida Jones, for in- 
stance. In many cases, Nick Carter could not have got 
along without her. I believe we ought to admit Miss 
Mary Stockton, Franklin Parker. 


All right, Frank. In she comes. Let us all congtatu- 
Jate her on her success. As for your letter, Frank, it’s a _ 
fine one, and shows that you can solve a knotty problem, : 
Write again. 


Rochester, N. Y., June 22, 1902. 
Messrs. Street & Smith— 

Gentlemen: The following deductions as to the iden- 
tity of the murderer of Robert Weldon in the story, 
‘‘Nick Carter and the Thirteen Club,’’ were all made 
after reading the first four chapters, and before. going on 
with the story. -I wish to submit them to the Amateur — 
Detective Work Department, with the comment that — 
whatever ability I have attained in this line, js entirely — 
due to my knowledge of Nick Carter’s methods as shown — 
in the Nick Carter Weekly. ray 


, 


aa 


ability... 


NICK CARTEK WEEKLY. 


Four persons would be benefited by Weldon’s death, 
Dixon, Moloney, Madge Dixon aud Cummings. Suspi- 
cion is turned away from Dixon by his: conduct toward 
Nick, and Madge’s conversation with Ctimmings showed 
her innocence. 

By a minute exantination of the scene of the crime, 
Nick “discovered that the murderer was a man’ with 
unusually large hands... This was shown by the blood- 
Stains on the clothes in the closet. Footprints showed 
that he limped in his right leg. : 

Cummings knew that Weldon had the papers neces- 
satry:to get hold of the money, and evidently believed 
Moloney dead. This gives his motive for the crime. 
Moloney, of course, had as strong a motive in belong- 
ing to the club. 

Remembering these facts, we must conclude that it 
was either Cummings who committed the crime or 
Moloney disguised as Cummings. Had Moloney been 
impersonating Cummings, as the connection with the 
other murders of a girl resembling Madge might lead us 
to think, he would have done so, only on the possibility 
of his being séen by some chance passerby. But the foot- 
prints showed that the murderer limped: Moloney; 
impersonating Cummings, never would have thought of 
limping when there was no one to see him do it. Herice, 
Cummings was the murderer. 

Very truly yours, 
Paul F. Case. 


; You are certainly an apt pupil of Nick Carter. ‘Your 
deductions and logic are apparently without a flaw, and 


‘weare glad to compliment you on your ability.in this line. 


We would be pleased to hear from you again. -. 


‘i New York-City, Jane 23, 1902.. 

Editor Nick Carter Weekly— ~ 4 a he nf th 

_Dear Sir: Long. before you started Amateur Detective 
Work in the back of the Nick Carter Library, I tried to 
solve the mystery and many times succeeded. Before I 
started reading Nick Carter I thought it was trash made 
up from any old thing, but on reading them I find that 
they are the best of books, TI have just finished reading 
‘*Nick Carter's Pullman Car Plot,’’ and at first was puz- 
zled how Black Bart discovered Nick was on. the train 
and went carefully over the whole thing again to find if 
I had skipped any possible clew. I never look to see; 


how a story ends, but ‘draw my conclusions before I fin: 


ish or about in the middle, and I often come out right. 
-As Doyle: says 1n one of: his detective stories that 
every new case that comes to light. has old features in it 
and by comparing the two come to the right.conclusion. 
Nick, Chick and Patsy and also Ida are all right. I 
hope to see this in the paper soon, and hope I do if well 
enough to solve a big mystery some day. 
es se ies Yours truly, 
Tethys Spe a, oe 4, gutted ©, Miles, 
Good work, Fred. Write again. Vou have.decided 


the. dene Bk eatvanishing half-doller trie te 
addr lrge lt oat got 


. send fis the néxt funniest stories will each receive any 
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50 Prizes = 50 Prizes 


There is a good chance for every 
boy im ournew . . .~ » 


Funny Story Contest 


Y° ALL KNOW what rattling funny stories we 


printed in the recent contests. We are following” 

them with another of the same kind, You ‘have 

just as good a chance in this contest-as any other 
boy in America, whether you entered ‘the other contest or - 
not. We want 4 


: é A 
More Funny Stories 

Think of the funniest story of which you have ever 
heard, or the best joke.’ Write it out and send it to us— 
then look out for funny stories. We are publishing in‘this’ 
contest some of the best side-splitters that ever came out 
of the joke factory. Remember the prizes we are offering, 
In this contest there are | . 


Fifty New Prizes _ 
FIVE FIRST PRIZES 22: fs, 27s whe 


niest: stories will each receive TEN BOOKS from the list . 
given in No, 280. The list includes some of the best de- 
tective stories, tales of. adventure, and’ most interesting 
boys’ stories ever written. © ~ ML 
The ten boys who 


“TEN SECOND PRIZES send in the next 


funniest stories will each receive any FOUR BOOKS they ~ 
may select in the list in. No,/280. ° 5 Aan’ aia 


FIFTEEN THIRD PRIZE 


The ° fifteen’ 
‘boys who 


‘THREE BOOKS they may select in thé list in-No. 280. “The | 
twenty boys who’send in next funniest stories will receive : 
any TWO BOOKS they may select in the list in No. 280. — 


“HERE ARE THE DIRECTIONS » _ 
This’ contest will close September 1st! Remember; whether 
wins a prize or not, it stands a good chance of being pub. 5 


‘ onestoren TF 
ished, together with your name. c , 
To become a contestant for these prizes you must cut out the 
Prize Contest Coupon printed herewyjth, fill it out properly, and | 
“mailit to NICK CARTER WEEKLY, cate of Street & Smith, 238 William © 
St., New York City, together,with your story. .No story will ,be) 


ca 
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COUPON . 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY PRIZE CONTEST No. 3. 
Names. 26. ee ore en eer 


CUP OP TOWB sts .taddestiaqe lies chloe dee ies 
State... +. 6s ceeeeeeees ap PES Fessiyece 


Title of Story.. oT links oy a sVisjtiew Pisin 


Po easeee te Rae ee ale 


NICK C CARTER WEEKLY. 


(LARGE SIZE.) 
The Best Detective Stories in the World. 


258—Nick Carter and the Secret of the Tin Boe ot, The Man Who Stole His Name. 
259—Nick Carter’s Fire Trail; or, Thwarting a Villain’s Plot. 
260—Nick Carter on the Track of the Freight Thieves; or, The Boldest Gang’in New York. 
261—Nick Carter on the Track of a Gentleman Burglar: or, Robbing a Thief. 
262—Nick Carter Attacked; or, The Desperate Plot onthe Detective’s Life. 
263—Nick Carter on the Trail of the River Pirates; or, The Dangerous Work on the River 
Front. 
264—-Nick Carter and,the King of the Tramp Thieves; or, bie di s Lone Hand aor i the 
Hoboes. 
265——Nick Carter and the Man in the Cask; or, Patsy’s Terrible Predicament. 
266—Nick Carter and the Shoplifters; or, The Automobile Clew. 
267—Nick Carter’s Ocear Chase; or, The Missing Crown Diamond. 
268—Nick ‘Carter and the Broken Dagger; or, The Black Man from Borneo. 
269—Nick Carter’s Advertisement; 01, A New Way to Catch a Criminal. 
270—Nick Carter and the Nihilists; or, The Mine Under the Grand Duke’s Palace. 
ETN Carter in the Convict Gang; or, Ida Jones to the Rescue. 
272—Nick Carter and the Guilty Governor; or, The American Detective and the Russian 
Officer. 
273—Nick Carter in Canada; or, Showing the Way.to a Treacherous Guide. 
274—Nick Carter and the Smugglers; or, Thief-Catching on the Border. 
275—-Nick Carter’s Enemy; or, Bringing a Murderer to the Gallows. 
276-——-Nick Carter’s Land Office; or, Outwitting a Clever Swindler. 
277—Nick Carter and the Professor; or. Solying a Scientific Problem. 
278—Nick Carter as a Mill Hand; or, The-Fall River Murder Mystery Revealed. eis 
279—Nick Carter and the Kidnaped Heiress; or, The Recovery of a Great Ransom. 
280—Nick Carter Strikes Oil; or, Uncovering More Than a Murderer. 
281—Nick Carter’s Hunt for a Treasure; or, A Fight for Life with a Mysterious Foe. 
282—Nick Carter and the Highbinders; or, The Great Chinese Mystery. 
283—Nick Carter Facing the Mob; or, Smashing the Red League. 
284—Nick Carter -nd the Thirteen Club; or, Trailing a Triple Murderer, 
285—Nick Carter’s Chinese Puzzle; or, Patsy’s Little Game. 
286—-Nick Carter’s’ Pullman Plot; or, Following a Chance Clew. 
287—Nick Carter’s Wedding Gift; or, Landing an Old Offender. 
288—Nick Carter’s Expert Wegocern: or, Downing the Freight Thieves. | ~-: 
289—Nick Carter and the Bank Draft Raiser; or, Catching a Slippery Criminal. ‘ 
290—Nick Carter’s Quick Decision; or, A a uee Weapon for a Murderer. 


All of the aboye numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from your newsdealer, five 
.ents a copy will bring them to you by mail, postpaid. 


eee & SMITH, PuBLisHers, 238 William St. » New York. 
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Ears can be no question about 

the advantage of being able to 
box well. When called upon to defend 
yourself you are always ready and 
the manly art of boxing if practiced 
as set forth in the pages of the book 
entitled “The Art of Boxing and Self 


Defense” will bring the mtiscles into 


fe x ey — play and transform a weak man into Lr. 
McGOVERN GROSS-COUNTERS WITH HIS RIGHT. a noble specimen of his race. iN 
The Artof Boxing .“ Self Def ; 
eArtol boxing .*" Sell Delense 
By PROF. DONOVAN 
4 : 
The only authentic work on Boxing now on the market? 
ae THE CONTENTS AND ILLUSTRATIONS WILL pee 
HAND BOOK HAND’ BOOK 
baaaee Sag INTEREST THE MOST INDIFFERENT PERSON. err PES 


T is profusely illustrated with 37 elegant half- 
: tone cuts, showing the different positions and 


blows. The originals of these illustrations are 
such noted pugilists as James Jeffries, - Robert 
Fitzsimmons, James J. Corbett, Terry McGovern, 
Young Corbett, and all the heavy and light-weight 
fighters who have ever held the championship of 
their class. 

The book is printed on good paper, clear, sharp 


type and bound in attractive illuminated cover. 


PRICE 10 CENTS 


ALL NEWSDEALERS 


PUBLISHERS 
NEW YOR K 


YOUNG CORBETT GETS IN A STRAIGHT 
LEFT ON McGOVERN’S STOMACH. 
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